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To me be Nature's volume broad-diſplay'd, 
And to peruſe its all- inſtructing page, 
Or haply catching inſpiration thence, 


Some eaſy paſſage, raptur'd, to tranſlate, 
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THE HONOURABLE 
7 JAMES JOHNSTONE, M. P. 
THE FOLLOWING WORK 
is HUNMBLx INSCRIBED, 
© 


A N 
TO THE 


PUBLIC. 


7 HE nobleſt Bard that ever woo'd a muſe, 

& Or tun'd alyre, or taught the liſt' ning world, 
At firſt, with dubious views, and trembling heart, 
Reſign'd his bark to the ſwelPd critic wave. 
He knew the ſtorms of keen-wing'd cenſure watch'd, 
To tear with hungry howl his flag of Fame. 
He knew the jetty ſurge would laſh and ſtain 

What he, perhaps, the faireſt beauty deem'd. 


How then ſhall I, a ſimple youth, preſume _ 
To brave the dangers of this nicer age, 
Where all are cloy'd by the inceſſant round 
Of dainties, ſuited to their ev'ry taſte, 

Demandin g ſomething new, more ſweeten'd cates, 
Which ſcarce are poſlible for man to give. 
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Hence the vaſt croud of cav'lling critics riſe ; 


With emulation fir'd, to work they fly, 


Diſſect and rudely ſcarch each offer'd diſh, 
Heighten each blemiſh, and oft quite condemn. 


Ah me! Ifhrink! But are there not a few 


Whoſe breaſts with nobler feelings warmly glow, : 
Who cheriſh Nature's ev'ry infant bud, 


And with a ſmile receive the tender thought ?— 


There ſurely are: with theſe Britannia ſhines 
The firſt on earth: to theſe I now appeal ; 


To theſe commit my ſtripling, roughly clad, 
In hopes their candour will its life protect. 


Steep, long, and rugged, is ; the path to Fame ; 
And to her lofty ſummits few can climb. 
To harmonize the lyre demands an art 
That's rarely gain'd; but yet th' mt 
Is ſurely laudable; and Pm convinc'd 


The tafk is ever pleaſing. To evade 

The ſnares of youth, and leave the buſtling world 
A while behind, I've often hail'd the eve, 
And ſought a ſilent grove, or plaintive ſtream, 
Where to inſtruct and cheer the mind. I begg d 
The friendly viſits of ſome humble mule. 


n 

Sometimes I've thought ſhe ſmil'd; vii, ah! perhaps 
*Twas but the ruddied face of · paſſing cloud. 

But ye ſhall judge anon. As the fond girl 

Is inly torn with wild conflicting pangs, 

When from her arms fame bids her lover haſte | 

To plow the deep, and ſeek the hoſtile plain, 

So ſtand I trembling, anxious of the fate 

Of this my young adventurer, now launch'd | 
Into the ſurges of the pop'lous world. 


Obe to ** of the ern air; 

Array'd in youthful charms, ſerenely fair, 
Spring gently comes. Hail, mildeſt goddeſs hail ! 5 
May no rude ſtormy gale thy ſteps affail; 

But undiſturb'd thy peaceful throne aſcend, 

And ſcatter bleflings with unſparing hand. 

O teach my youth! as thro? the grove 1 walk; | 
Or to the ſtream, or liſt ning echo talk, 
Whether thy muſic charms, thy beauties glow, 
Thy ſhow'rs diſtil, or thy freſh odours blow; * 

In ev'ry varied ſcene teach me to find 
The beſt improvement to my ſong, and mind; 
May every object virtuous thoughts inſpire, / 
And warin my boſom with celeſtial fire. 
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See angry Winter calls his blaſts away, 
But dubious yet they only half obey; _ 
Yet leſs ſevere, their intervals are fill'd 
With quick'ning breezes, nouriſhing and mild, 
Diſſolving ſnows in fertilizing flodds 
Stream down the hills, and thunder throꝰ the woods. 
Earth drinks her fill: the reſt rolls to the main, 
Whence by the ſun exhal'd, it comes again 
In ſweet deſcending ſhow'rs : each northern iſle 
Wakes with new life, and ſeems again to ſmile... 


0 Sun, all 1 how great thy pow'rs, 
How vaſt thine empire is what golden ſhow” s 
Of influencing rays, each moment fall 5 
From thee, on each ſurrounding ſubje& ball! : 
Yet ſtill the ſame rich inexhauſted fund, . 
Spending, unſpent, and flaming, unconſum' d! 
Thee heathen ſages proſtrate fall before, is 
Invoke thy favours, and thy might adore ; ; 
Devoutly warm, their oriſons they give _ 
To thee, in ſongs each morn, high-noon, and eve. 


72 When | o'er hate” ſhrines high-hov' ring hangs 
the Muſe, 


Her gen'rous boſom would their crimes excuſe; 
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When plung'd in ignorance, that gloomy night, 
And only led by Nature's feeble light, x 
Where ſhall they look for : A ſuperior god, | 
; To this refulgent, world-reviving globe! 
For what would earth be by his beams ungrac'd? | 
A lifeleſs lump, a boundlefs arid waſte ; 
Without him all old Ocean's waves would riſe, 
In icy mountains piled to the ſkies. 
Commerce, the lovelieſt goddeſs of the main, 
Would in the gen'ral wreck be cruſh'd and ſlain. 
The planetary worlds, with all their ſhare 
Of wealth and luſtre, wanly would deſpair ; 
Remove that ſolar pow'r, the ſyſtem then 
Would hear old Chaos 1 it his domain. 


If ſuch thy greatneſs, 0 thou king of ja be 
If ſuch thy glory, ſuch thy princely ſway! 
What then, O what muſt thy Creator be, 
Who thouſands ſtruck from darkneſs great as thee | ? 
Omnipotence! how muſt thy glory ſhine, 
*Mid dazzling feraphs, each a ſun divine; LE 
Thyſelf the centre of all radiance bright, 
_lneffable i in uncreated light! 

Von brilliant ſpark, which I beheld ariſe, 

Hath a few circles meaſur'd round the ſkies : 
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A few more ſtages, and his lamp of light, 

Sinks in the ſacket of eternal night. 1 

But thou for ever, from eternit ;;; 

My thoughts run giddy round, where ſhall «hs gy 2 
Should fancy backward burſt created bounds, , 
And trace the vaſt immeaſurable rounds . 

Of pre-exiſtence ; thereby to declare 

When firſt the co-eternal Godhead were 
Beam behind beam would meet her dazzled eyes, , 
Still ſtretching, ſtill more ancient glories riſe; 
Bewilder'd ſearching, the preſumpt ous Dame, 
Confounded More, might "Py thy "APR theme: 


Yet woods mortals, tremble, nd adores * 
If that's ſtupendous, here's amazement more 
To man (whoſe crimes I yet ſhall ſing) that God, 
Great beyond thought, is beyond fancy good. 

He left the boſom of immortal bliſs, 

For a rude ſcene of care and keen diſtreſs ; 

Vail'd his divinity in human clay, _ 

And in a manger's narrow bottom lay; 

The curſed tree did him in air ſuſpend; _ 

Shut out from earth, from heay'n deny'd a friend, 
Strange! that a croſs ſhould agonize his nerves, 
Who Nature ſtrengthens, actuates, preſerves! | 


Amazing love! too deep for man to know, 
Did ever God in merey ſtoop ſo lex? 

Yes; he a lower ſtep did deign to come, 

To dwell in manſions of the dreary tomb. 
But ſhall the ſtern tenacious monarch ſtill 
Detain the glorious captive at his will ? 
Shall his ambitious pride ſtill gain the (way 

O'er him, the chief of his long hunted prey: 

No, ſurely no: the third reyolving ſun 
Had ſcarce his blue ethereal track begun, 

When he untainted, and unhurt, aroſe, | 

Gave life to men and vanquiſh'd all his foes. 
Nor does he ſtay in the rough ſcene below, 
Where thirty tedious years had told his woe, 
But like à conqu'ring victor bears the wreath 

Of all his triumphs, rich in ſpoils of death, 

To crown his brows on his imperial throne ; 
While Hell's proud princes rear beneath his frown. 
Behold him mounting on a filver cloud, 
While choirs of angels hymn his deeds aloud. 
Each ſcar they praiſe, which drops as he aſcends, 
The beſt of med'cines on his ranſom'd friends. 
Theſe hands, which but ſo lately tortur'd were, 
The ſting, keys, chains of Death and Hell now bear. 
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Majeſtic greatneſs beams in ev'ry nod, 
Immenſity proclaims him to be God. 

Let quick. ey'd faith now view him take the ſeat 
At the right hand of his own Father great, 
Exalted far '\bove higheſt heav'nly pow'r, 

Far, far above, where wond'ring thought can ſoar. 
Array'd in honours yet not unemploy'd, 

His miſſion till by no means can be void, 

But full of eloquence each wound does plead 
The cauſe of theſe for which they ever bleed; 
And when the ſun brings forth the lateſt morn, 
That God once dead ſhall fill a judgment throne, 
Sweeping his en'mies in a flood of wrath, 

To flames of woe enkindled by his breath, 
Raiſing the righteous, for whom he died, 

Up to himſelf for ever to abide, 


O Fame! where's now thy heroes ſo renown'd, 
Whom thou'ſt with Kingdoms and with laurels 
_ crown'd? 

They whoſe undaunted, enterpriſing worth, | 
Made them rever'd and known as gods on earth! > 
Why do I name them here? they ſind a grave 
Beneath the foam of Lethe's ſluggiſh wave. 
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How then ſhould I, when heathens praiſe and love 
With ſo much zeal the ſun I ſung above, 
Which muſt ere long on them forget to riſe, 

Ere long ſhall fail to deck their friendly ſkies ; 
How ſhould I dread, revere, obey, and love 
'That awful Author of it! how improve 

Each moment here to ſound aright his praiſe, 
And let my life ſing louder than my lays. 


Tho? Sol from ſouthern regions daily hies, 

To warm our fields, and temperate our ſkies, 
Yet oft the morning gale blows ſharp and chill; 
The ſhiv'ring ſwain believes tis Winter ſtill, 
As he the mountain's hoary top does gain 
To ſeek his flocks, and lead them to the plain. 
Eve oft approaches more moroſe and ſour, 
The ſnow-ſwell'd clouds, in diſmal diſcord low'r, 
' Drove by the warring winds in furious form, 

Threat'ning the night with ſome impending ſtorm ; 
Rough Boreas heaves his ſceptre in the waſte, 
And bids the fury of the rocking blaſt 
Deform the night, and empty all around 

The ſleety ſtores, with which the clouds abound. 
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Who could imagine that the ſimiling face 
Of youthful Sy ſo ſoon ſhould loſe its grace? 
That pride of ſeaſons, virgin of the year, 
Daughter of Love, and Innocency clear! 
'Tis Winter's ſons that yet again combine, 
Enrag'd to think that Meekneſs e' er ſhould reign, 
Keen, grim, and hungry, turning from the north; 
To make their laſt effort, they thunder forth 
Like other nightly tygers, full of wrath, 
They plot, they roar, and meditate her death 
Amid the ſhatter'd grove, O hear her wall! 
Deſerted, ſunk, afflicted, hoarſe and pale, 
| Invoking day to ſpread his glad'ning wing, 
And with him all her exil'd breezes bring; 
When her fair huſband * would again ariſe; _ 
With aid and triumph in the eaſtern ſkies. 
Long, long her ſuff ring virtue doth. complain, 
In many à ſweet, yet melancholy ſtrain, 
While howling tempeſts ſhake the ſtable oak, 
And froſts, corroding, ev'ry beauty crop, 
Like to a diamond ſunk in metal baſe, 
With ſcarce a brilliant ſpeck the work to grace. 
Stern Fate has buried &v'ry charm, and Death 
Stands grinning by, his dart drawn from the ingth, 


* he Sun. 
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But fill importunate her pray'rs ariſe, _ 

Thro' all-th* oppoſing ſtorms, and find the ſkies, . 

For flowly now begins the calming eaſt _ 

To fold Night's mantle back around the weſt 

Meck-featur'd Dawn ſteals comely from a cloud, 

And fays her pious plaint is heard aloud. 

She ſees the Hours on golden hinges turn; 

The bluſhing gates of the diurnal morn, 

Which ſcorn the pride of ey'ry Perſian loom, 

And entrance give the jocund gay bridegroom, 

Crown'd with health, youth and pow'r, a dazzling 

Impatient to afford his bride relief. 

Joy ſpreads a radiance o'er her cloudy mind, 

New heav'nly life pours in with ſtrength combin'd ; 

Mild, modeſt, bluſhing, by the graces led, 

She mounts the throne where ſtands the nuptial bed. 

Her regal mien ſtrikes each uſurper's pride; 
Recoiling back, their meagre forms they hide, 

Stung deep with anguiſh at the hated fight, 

Of yonder champion's formidable might ; 

They beat their breaſts and fill the echoing air 

With hollow murmurs, groans, and wild deſpair ; 
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Then, with a diſtant howl, they bid adieu, 
And to their polar prince the march purſue. 


The virgin thinks on all, and now can ſind 
Theſe foes were troops of guardians, ſternly kind, 
To ſpoil her only of each deadly bane, - 
Which lurk'd in thouſands round her wide domain, 
Tho' blind themſelves in that, a kingly throne | 
Was all TO meant, ambition puſh'd them on. 


No- from this theme thou , moral muſe, may'R 
view 

The num'rous train of ills which doſe purſue | 
Unthinking mortals, i in the weary ſtage 
Of buſy buſtlin g life in ev'ry age. 
Thou Vice with Virtue haſt conflicting feen z 
That victor once, this now triumphing queen. 
Sing then the firſt; ſing how he preys on man, 
Poiſons, while he a balmy gale does fan. 55 80 
A ſigh for happineſs with man is born; 
But, ah! what wild, what devious roads they run, 
How many ſtoop to catch Ambition's kiſs, 
Then on her painted wings ſearch vain for bliſs. 
Miſguided, wild Ambition; not the pure, 
Warm longings after things which ſhall endure; 
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A thirſt inſatiate for the muddy ſtream 
Of earth-born Pleaſure, affluence and fame. 


The youth at eaſe, oft, fimple as the fry, 
Swallows the bait, and ſcorns adverſity.” 
The bright unclouded morning oft beguiles, 
When fly capricious Fortune on him ſmiles. 
Th' enchanted flow'ry vale I ſee him tread, 

TH intoxicating fume now in his head, 

Only ſolicitous for wordly glore, 3 
The ſmooth, deceitful path he does explore. 
Up her ſteep mount, afar her fane appears, 

He dreaming thinks the ſource of bliſs is hers. 
But where's the ſummit ? thy ungovern'd will, 
Tho? high as preſent wiſh, would higher ſtill. 

Vet grant it found by thee, how is it grac'd | 

With pompous grandeur ! ha, ſhe's Janus-fac'd, 

One ſmiling, captivating ſtill in view, _ 
Whilſt thou with reſtleſs ardour didſt purſue, 
But when reflection there comes croſs the breaſt, 
The other turns a furious ſiend ana. 


Come am each Wahn ſurvey the road 
That winds th' aſcent to that ador'd abode; 


So ſeeming eaſy to the carnal heart; 

There ſee Remorſe, purſuing, whets his dart; 
Behold ſtern Death his thouſands oft aſſail, 
And ſmile to ſee them ſeek his gloomy vale. 
One rearing hope hath ſcarce begun the way, 
When the hid net his footſteps doth betray. | 
Scarce form'd the plan, {till wavering in doubt, 


Till doom'd to climes below, to build it out. 


Another vent'ring, greater progreſs makes, i | 

And high on Honour's hill his ſtation taxes, 

Looking with proud contempt on all that tread 

The humble vale of life ſo widely ſpread. 

The fun of rich Proſperity doth beam 

All day upon him with refulgent ſtream ; 

Baſking in his deceitful rays he ſteers, 

A thought thrown backward, only what he fears. 

But ſee he ſtares! hark, a tremendous found 

Which does his ears in grating accents wound ! 

Chill creeps his blood, his heart inactive dies, 

While thus the voice terrific loudly cries : 

© Thy ſoul immortal knew herſelf to be; 
“The choice ſhe made angels amazed ſee ; 

e For momentary pleaſures, empty toys, 

Jo harter ſolid and eternal joys. 
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5 But now her time is paſt, the ſentence gone, 
« Avenging' Juſtice bigs thy conſcience own, 
* That body pamper'd, deck'd and deify'd, 
5 Shall to the tomb reſign each plume of pride, 
< $ubject to worms, the vileſt worms of earth, 
© Regardleſs they of its once boaſted birth.“ 


The royal mandate is no ſooner giv'n, 
By the unerring, juſt decree of Heav'n, 
Than Death whirls high in air his pointed dart, 
And ſtrikes it barbed deep into his heart. 


A third perhaps doth the high ſummits climb, 

His cup of wiſhes ſwelling to the brim; | 
A large Herculian cup he longs to drink, 
Blind to the plagues that with each drop did fink. 
See how he ſeeks, all woe-begone I deem, 
The long-deſired ſource of Pleaſure's ſtream. 

But, ah! nor ſpring, nor lofty fane ariſe, 

Quite other objects meet his tortur'd eyes. 
On one hand, from a cave of jetty ſtone, 

Iſſues a river with outrageous moan ; 
Tumultuous ravings fill the channel broad; 
Surge upon ſurge, and whirl on whirl afford 
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A hideous jarring, and tremendaus noiſe, 


As if the infernal gulph had join'd its voice; 


Thick low'ring darkneſs broods on ev'ry verge; 
Malignant, vapours from the waves emerge, 
Fierce, roaring; huge, black, boiling waves proclainx 
Anxiety to be the baleful name. 


And on ts ah nals a river faul.. 
With all of monſter brood : the diſmal howt 


Of ſwarming ſpectres riſing from the flood, 


In ev'ry ghaſtly form, is heard aloud. 


Slow, deep, confus'd and thick, it halt appears, 


Moving along, the title Guilty Fears. 


Between theſe rivers lies a ſpreading plain, 


Unknown to Culture, and unbleſs'd with grain. 


Thorns, briers, and thiſtles, the whole ſurface ſpoil; 
And noxious 'tangling weeds pervade the ſoil, 
The whole of ſerpent race promiſc'ous crawl, 


| Returning hiſs for hiſs, and pois'ning all. 
No peaceful breeze, nor ſongſter's ſprightly air, 


In this perplexing wilderneſs of Care, 


He runs and looks, and ſearches round and round, 
For happineſs, which cannot there be found. 
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He views his grandeur now ; then flies ann 
To conqueſt, banquets, muſic, beds of down, 
Or lap of *witching Venus; but, alas! 

The more he flies, the farther flies from bliſs. 
Mad tempeſts too, for. ever on ie, 
Rage worſe and worſe: miſtruſt, ſuſpicion, pride, | 
Luſt, jealouſies, remorſe ; the bitter whole, 
Vok d in one whirlwind, rend his very foul ; 
His fetter'd ſoul, which muſt be free before 

She reſt can find: the muſt fulimely ſoar | 
*Bove all the gilded joys that ſpring from earth, 
Or all th* empty honours of Fame or birth ; 

Muſt ſeek the upper world, muſt pleaſures view, 
EE Immortal: as herſelf, for ever new. 


Here let me pauſe, turn inward, and refle& 
On dire Ambition, and her ſighs neglect. 

I now have ſeen fair Fortune deck d in gold, 

A goddeſs gay, as mortal could behold ; 

Rich favours round her hung, in ſparkling ſwarms ; 
Pleaſure, with all her faſcinating charms, 

Wealth, with her ſplendid retinue, and Pow'r, | 
With his high nod, whom nations cringe before, 
Yet mixed and two-fac'd they are, and foon 

Shall fall, ſhall periſh ; can I crave the boon? 


No; warn'd by theſe, — frive to ſuun 
Such ſlippery, guiltful paths, where thouſands 1 run. 
May my ambition ſeek to ſoar in this, 1 1105 


Io cheriſh virtue, and extirpate vice. 2 _ 
Anxiety, be only thou a gueſt. 

Jo hate each furious paſſion in We beenſt- 

May fear be only reverential Wwee 

Of my great Author, and his perfect "ig | 

May all my care be him alone to pleaſe, 

And lean upon him thro Life's ſtormy ſeas, 

Till moor'd my bark, on that far diſtant ſhore, - 
Heav” ns haven bleſs'd, w nere woes are heard no more. 


1 
4 % 
.FY+F - p 


Now ſpread thy downy wing, O ſacred Muſe, - 
Into my ſong the nobleſt thoughts infuſe, * 
While I explore the wide, the humble plain, 
Where Adverſe- fortune rears her dreary fane. 
Behold the goddeſs on her gloomy throne - 
In avful majeſty! a ſable zone _ , 7 

Infolds her waiſt, beneath a robe of woe, „ 
Tatter'd, and waving looſely to and fro 
Her looks diſhevell'd o'er her wrinkl'd brow, 
Betray her languid eyes ſcarce glimm'ring thro! ; 
Lean Poverty attends on either hand ; 
Pale Sorrow, Pain, and Death before her ſtand. 


— 
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Oa¹ reverbꝰ rates groan, 
nceſſantly is heard the doleful moan. 

Her blaſting breath impartially ſhe throws, 

And ſtrikes at random oft the faireſt flow'rs : 
Flow'rs that oft ſeem ſecure. - So wave the fair, IE 
Gay, full. blown bloſſoms in the ſweeten'd air, 
Diſcov'ring that from ev*ry lavith tree 

Pomona's — lap ſhall filled be; 
When, arm' d with froſt, comes a rude * das, 
. the whole a bare and Been . 


8b rend the breaſt, and ot 


Ev'n boch the fate of many, Ss . 
Their dawn of life with proſpects greatly vain. | 
They bud, they bloom, and flouriſh; when one blow 
Of adverſe- fortune _ their n IE. 


= Such was young Edwy' 8 Gems O hapleſs WP 
He ſteady {till walk'd in the paths of truth; | 

Still mild and gentle, as the lamb, his heart; 

His ſympathetic ſoul as free from art; 

Till, tainted by Ambition, he gave way, 

O could ſhe kad ſo great a mind aſtray? 


He juſt had rear'd a ſtately edifice, 
To crown his Myra and himſelf with bliſs. 
8 ä 
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Myra, the object of his ardent loves: 
A fairer nymph ſure never grac'd the grove: 
Youth, beauty, wit, and virtue, with her frame 
Were interwove ; how could he quench the flame! ? 
The ſtructure fwells his hopes, now bent to find 
True bliſs below the ſtars how chang'd his mind! 
Indeed ambition here her ſkill had own, 
Taſte, art, and elegance, toil'd to be known. 
A paradiſe terreſtrial fpread around; ' 
A fairer, fancy hardly yet hath found. 
Luxurious fragrance ſweeten'd ev'ry breeze, 
The ſenſes feaſt, the ſoul is lull'd in eafe; + 
One higher bound he only wiſh'd to ſoar, 
Poſſeſſion of his bride, he'd aſk no more. 


The night is come, the nuptial bed they rear, 
The banquet ſpread, on which the gueſts do fare; 
The wedded pair, bid the low moments move, 
All their diſcourſe, and all their thoughts are love. 
When, lo! a bolt, wing'd with diſtracted flame, 
Burſts from conflicting clouds, and ſmites the . 
And mixing with the blaze, that lights the hall, 
Springs whizzing up, and darts from wall to wall. 
The gueſts unhurt eſcape, with ſhrieks, and cries, 
Attempts are vain : the conflagration flies— 


n n | &@x 


Wild and more wild,— reſponſive thunders roar 

From earth, and heav'n; while ſheets of 0 ning 
more Fl ak, 

Attracted mix then all at once e . 

Till the . nn een doun doth burl { 


Can epa paint, or beat aright ab 

Theè tortures now infix'd i in Edwy's breaſt, 

When he on Myra's laſt pale charm did gaze, 

Like ſetting Cynthia, beaming ſweeteſt rays! 

It baffles thought! How great a crime was his, 
That merited a puniſhment like this? 

It was ambition, ſwerving from the road 

Which wellheknew, which once with care 1 trode; ; 
Heav'n ſaw him falling, and in mercy ſent 
STO his ruin to * 


Wild an, * it, rough defarts fanguine 
plains, N 
Mean cotes, large hoſpitals, dark cells and chains, 
Are ſubject all to her imperial e * 
All tribute to her diſmal altar pay. 
Behold the bark toſs'd on the wave, ſwell'd ſeep !— 
Bewilder'd, ſhatter'd, ſinking in the deep! 
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Think what keen throbs ace eiche anxious 
? breaſt, K Pa 

When clinging to a bak or dif ;ving walt! 

Or on the urge · beat cliff ſurvey the OR: 

Deſpairing ſit aghaſt, and vainly ſtretch 

His eye, to find relief, or diſtant ſhore, 


Far as his Want ſeas e and eee . 


19 of 1 
A 


Wes 
* 


He on a hi wealth, and Ame amibd ; 


On a rough, foreign deſart, ſee exibd: 4 


*Tis night, the time when oft he ncht oh grove, 
To feaſt with her on rapt* rous joys of love, 


When ſighs reſponſive burſt from heart to heart, 


Immenſely ſweet ! and free from guile or art. 
But, ah! Night wraps him in her fable gloom, 
Fell ſerpents hiſs, fierce howling monſter's roam; 
O what ideas croud his mind! How dart 


The coppticſs into his we. fn heart! 


Look to the hoſtile . td O'er— 


Here tides of blood, there heaps of clotted gore; I) 
3 Here weltering chiefs—there ſires and widows 


tear 
Their locks, incumbent « on the ſmoky wir... 


Turn e N Vant makes "On ſand aloof; 
T yrant beneath the low ftorm-ſhatter'd roof; 


Famine, and Poverty, ſtill here preſide, . We, 


Nature 's ſharp Cravings, never half FR FR is 

By Malice rous'd, here Calumny oft, brings . 
To the funk heart, the moſt embitter'd tings: ; ; 
Ye rich in wealth, O can ye not afford 

A fingle crumb from your luxurious board? 

Your brethren | call; a little aid might Rene 
Them, eden untimely grave. 0 


T's -. 


But hark! Gba groans are e theſe? . doleful 
- cries? 


Tis a vaſt group « of human 5 9 : 
On many a tear-ſtain'd couch, behold cheits hid, 


While ſickneſs, pains, and agonies invade ! 


One like the drooping lily bows his head, ä 
Inſenſibly the crimſon'd bluſhes fade; Pee 
Some almoſt cruſh'd beneath the pond'rous load, 


With ſighs and groans tranſpierce the drear abode ; 


While ſome in all th' excruciating pain 


'That lives on earth, each member wrench,and train; 1 
In agonies convulſive how they rave! 


O gracious Heav n! toms pitying mercy have! 
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See, if an eye can penetrate the cell, 
So deeply - dark, where the ee Swell: 


Io her fooPd vot'ries give engaging airs, 


By it man knows the World's falſe glaring ſhow, 


The dungeon n now ae tremendous Benn, 


Emblem of death, twin. ſiſter to the tomb; 


Siſter more ſtrong, the grave can only ed 
he duſt , not. ſpirit—ſhe does both enfold. 


i 


Their eyes roll frightful: ah! how weak, how poor! 
Chain'd, fetter d, grow ling, on the noiſome floor! 
Their food how little! Reſt whence can it come, 
When each horrific thought foretels their doom? 
Philanthropy, thou gen'rous pow'r l beguile 
Theſe dark, damp regions, with thy heav'nly ſmile! 
*Tis thine to brighten, thine to tame each woe, 
That e ſuch 3 . ſhow. 
In frei like theſe, nn is wy 893. 

Theſe are the haunts of the deformed queen 4 
Uncourted maid! -yet far more wiſdom thou Wes 
To thy diſcerning pupils doſt beſtow, 

Than can Profperity, light nymph of ſnares! 


Strict is thy ſchool, thy literature hard, 
Vet rightly ſcann'd, it doubly does reward, 


And Learning, rich, himſelf begins to know. 


c Behind thee, hid from each corrupted view, 
| Lie gay delights, known to the happy few 
Made wiſe by thee : O what celeſtial forms ! 
Unſtain'd by Vice, with all her ſultry ſtorms, 
There pour their healing balm into the ſoul, _ 
And ſcent each ſcare, and bid her mock controul. 


Then let not me repine beneath her frown ; 
But ev'ry woe, with patience ſtrive to crown: | 
Poiſing in equal ſcale the fruits of bot, 

Of her harſh'toil ; the other's downy floth ; 
Reflecting where they both ſhall terminate, 
I find the firſt greatly preponderate. 


Then riſe, my ſoul! triumph o'er ev'ry toy, 
| Each trifling, tranſient, ſublunary joy; 
More ample objects do thou ſtrive to find, 
Than feathers, atoms, or th' inconſtant wind. 
Virtue, all conquering Virtue! woo, and win; 
Then mayſt thou hear Life's ſtorms rave idly on. 
She will befriend thee here, and with thee ſoar, 
O'er all things elſe, when time ſhall be no more. 


Now ſeas, and ſtreams, ſeem each a fatt'ning Nile; 
Tho? uno'erflow'd their banks, the earth does feel 
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Culiing a flo w'r, from each woe-pitying breaſt: 
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A vegetable life within her warm 
Through many a ſecret, ſubterranean chink, A 
The water's foſtering influences ſink. 


The nutriment ſteals through each dae; e . 


That lies beneath the mountain, dale, or a Was 
Then flow, and potent, *gins aloft to ſoar, 
Suck'd by the ſun, through ev 'ry latent bor 
Till ſoftly-fweet it near the furface flows, 
And vivid life to ev'ry root . ed) 0 batt 


6 6 
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The pregnant womb now of old _ Earth, v7 
Brings forth her countleſs millions at a birth. 5 


80 Charity works unperceiv'd, and gives 


Her favours in the dark, yet none Frog 


Uneager of the blandiſhments'which raiſe 


The giddy mind that graſps at human praiſe. 


Hail, heav'nly ſtranger | why ſo ſeldom ſeen? 
Is it becauſe thy fair, unſpotted mien 
Is far too pure for our polluted day, 


Far too ſedate for gur licentious gay! 7 
Perhaps it is: but yet thou ſtill art fans, 


To thoſe who wiſh. to tread thy hallow'd . 
Recluſe thou ſitt'ſt, wrapt in a pearly miſt, 


8 l „ 


Rear'd ſcarcely known; till chou at laſt ariſe, 
With all their charms f Full nen above the ſkies: | 
| But view thee in a more enlaiged flee, | 

And thy bright beams thou ever doſt diſpenſe ; 
Thy pow'r hath with a radiint luſtre ſhone, 
The greateſt, ſweeteſt; that ere fill'd a throne : 
Creating worlds, and fpirits, and men, was great; 3 
But far, far nobler works on thee await! 
Aſtoniſh'd angels in their anthems tell 

How thou wank man redeem from loweſt hell. 


be Sun i fea with him wle en day, 
Von ruddied cloud proclaims him far away; 
While o'er the brow of yon brown eaſtern hill 
| Night gently comes, clad in a fable vail; 
Eve, from her dewy throne, beholds . 
Trembles more lovely, and calls up her ſtar. 
How charming is the ſcene! the lucid ſky, 
Hung with flow- creeping clouds of many a r 
The riſing Moon, in virgin bluſhes clad, 
Seems half afraid to leave her roſy bed. 
Softly the curtajns draw, and now ſhe's giv'n 
Full to the eye, the ſilvery Queen of Heav'n 

| E 
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Aflant the woody ſhade deſcend her beams, 

And quiv'ring ſtrike the blue. dark rolling ſtreams. 
Where are ye, lovers! ? are they your fand ſighs, 
That now with ſo much ſweetneſs round me riſe? 


The zephyrs ſure muſt plunder what they bring, 


And why not you with balm perfume their wing? 
But whether you, or each prepared field, 
Or ev'ry juicy tree, the fragrance yield, 


Spring ſmells the incenſe, and in ſmiles looks down 
On all, and wreaths for each a blooming crown. 


Now let me wander o'er the ſolemn vale, 
Cheer'd by the hum of ſtreams, and grateful ſmell 


Of cultur'd fields, and deep ſurrounding woods, 
That o'er me hang, full-ſwell'd with mellow buds, 


Where Silence grave, and ſharp. ey' d Solitude, 
Nurſe thoughts divine, and feaſt with heav'nly food; 


Or up thy banks, O Eſk! now let me rove, 


*Mong weeping willows, rang'd in many a grove, 
That claſp thy ſmooth blue billows, tipt with grey, 
Or ſhot in downy ſilver, richly gay: 

rhe ſoften'd cadence of thy murm'ring ſong, 
May lull to reſt each paſſion, wild or ſtrong. 

Hail, ſweet ſerene retreats! ye ſacred groves, 

To meditation, peace, and virtuous loves, 


rn. 44 


Where holy men have oft retir'd, to raiſe 

Their ſouls to Heav'n, in wonder love and praiſe! 
While thro' your ſhades, from maze to maze I walk, 
And, with the Muſe, in thoughtful ſilence talk, 
catch a pleaſure which can never riſe 

From the voluptuary's *witching prize. 


Bacchus, the ſparkling god of pompous halls, 
In roaring mirth, pow to each rev'ller calls; 


A bluſh too deep for Beauty taints his face; 


A coronet of guilt his brows embrace; 
With a loud frothy laugh he holds the bowl, 


Steaming with filth, a nauſca to the ſoul; 
Murder and rapine, blaſphemy and rapes, 


There unperceiv'd bathe their enormous ſhapes. 


Venus, on ſilken couch, or balm-ſtrew'd grove, 
Reclining ſits, contriving arts of love. 

Her veſtments ſeem heav'n-wove, her boſom bare, 
Fragrant as May, as ſnowy ſummits fair ; 


Her eyes two ſiſter ſtars, clear ſparkling ſhine ; 


Her frame enchanting all----all ſeems divine! 
With greateſt {kill ſhe tunes her ſyren lay, 
Whoſe conſonance melts all the ſoul away; 


inn 


The nobler pow'rs ſink dead, the groſſer ſwell,— 
Heav'n's ! is there ſuch a ſubtle fiend in Hell? 
There is not ſure. O Virtue! how art thou 
Ap'd and derided by th' infernal crew! 

Yet none thou half ſo bold as this haſt ſeen, 

So fair, ſo toul, 10 widely conquering | { 


O fay, ye who admire, purſue, and taſte, 
And to th' extreme on all her dainties feaſt, 
When fip't, are they not foam, which touch'd does 

fall ? 

When ſwallowed, are they not the blackeſt gall ? 1 
Ve ſons of Riot, Merriment and Whim, 
Does the kind monitor ne'er riſe within, 
Your conduct to reprove? does ſhe not ſtare 
You in the face oft mid your mad career? 
She does : a ſecret ſtab oft pains the breaſt, 
But ſtifld ſinks again, a prey to reſt. 5 
New objects come, you taſte, ſhe ſtings, again 
Youquench, chacemore, and thusthe round goes on. 
Give me the ſtreamlet trickling from the hill, 
The chaſte, the virtuous maid, that trips the 5 
The frugal board, Contentment ſmiling down, 


Then be theſe gaudy nothings all your own : 
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But ſee the changeful ſky : the clouds return 
Deeper and deeper: Moon and Stars are ſhorn 
Of ev'ry trembling beam. How ſhort their Ray ! 
50 paſs, O man, thy earthly joys away ! 

Heav'n's! what is that illumines all the brake! 
(A fecret fear within me does awake) 
Athwart the growing gloom a fiery glare 

Meets the ſtruck-eye, wide-blazing from afar. 

On yon high Northern mountain ſee it flies, 
And ſtrikes in circling flames the polar ſkies ! 
Now (ſunk perhaps 1 in clouds of pitchy ſmoke) 

A while 'tis gone; but ſoon each ſable cloak 
Again it burſts, and to the mountain's head 
It flames, and climbs, and ſtronger ſtill doth ſpread. 
The gale moans on the diſtant ſounding ſtream, 
The owl ſends forth a hoarſe, diſcordant ſcream 
How drear the ſcene! It ſhrieks with awe profound; 
I ſtart ; and, trembling, roll mine eyes around. 
What new vulcano fulminates ſo near ? 

The eye would think we had an Etna here, 


To taint our air, and deſolate our plains, 
And ſpread with ſulpherous floods our gay domains. 
No: vain ſurmiſes theſe: untutor'd Fear, 


Theſe are thy fruits: to thee what forms appear 
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When thou doſt hold the reins, and rule the mind? 
Each buſh appears a thief, each tree a fiend. 


They are the labours of the frugal ſwain, 
Which ſome foreſeen emoluments conſtrain. 
He ſpreads with fire the mountain's heathy brow, 
Yo burn what's nox1ous thereby to allow 
The birth of herbs, more tender for his flocks, 
That fleecy tribe, which ſtill his care invokes. 

At firſt he marks the gale, and then behind 
The dark-brown harveſt, trembling in the wind, 
He ſets the lighted coal. An eager blaze 

Springs crackling up, and the drawn-breeze obeys, 
Torn vex'd and wildly-fierce, all near it kills, 

And ſmokes, and flames, and rages round the hills. 


But, ah! in this he is a foe to SyrING, 
And all her proffer'd ſervices benign. 
Th aſcending ſmoke compreſſing the thin air, 
Makes it, thus crampt and burden'd, frown ſevere, 
Changing from mild to chill, from chill to fierce, 
It does her tender vitals ſorely pierce, 
While the contagion, in the atmoſphere, 
Ferments, and ſpreads foul vapours far and near; 


e 


Firſt yellowy. white, then black, ſurcharg'd withrain, 
Once more e to deluge all the plain. 8 


Reflect a moment here, my ſoul, and think 
How thou, amid the trifling ſcene, didſt ſhrink. 
Conſider where thou might'ſt have ever lain, 
Beneath the vengeance of a God Divine; 85 
The bolts of juſtice (awful thought!) might have 
Made thee, in vain, oft wiſh a ſilent grave, 
Where thou, annihilate, mightꝰ ſt be ſecure 
From his Omniſcience, and their dreadful roar. 
O Adam! Where had'ſt thou, and all thy race, 
Been long ere now, but hurried down a- Pace 
Into the jaws of an eternal flame, 

Inkindl'd by the Potentate 1 AM, | 
Had not an arm Divine, reach'd from above, 
And ſnatch'd you from the brink in deepeſt love! 


But let me more at large the theme . : 
Thy aid, O Heav'nly Muſe! I humbly pray. 
The world may fay, that hundreds elſe have ſtrung 
Their lyre to that, and have it fully ſung; 

But who can ſing aright, or who too long, 
The lad, the ſweet, the great myſterious ſong *? r 
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Call back the dawn of Time, ye greatly vain! 
And ſee the greatly-wretched ſire of men, 
When fall'n from happineſs, and his juſt doom 
To tread the horrors of th' inferna gloom 
Deep tragic thought! Man, fay? rite Son of Heav' n, 
To whom the image of his God was giv' n, 
Thus to be tainted; thus to be debas'd; *. 
Torn from the j joys to wal he had beg rais'd! 


—— _ — — 
: — „ er 


Where malt cen Jook fp. mercy, duner, ar! 
Roll not the moments awfully away? 
Contending elements around thee riſe 
Menacing vengeance from th! offended ſkies. - 
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The growling beaſts, burning j in thirſt of blood, 
Impatient wait thee in each black' ning wood. ? 
Above thee Juſtice ſhakes his barbed ſpear 35 
Within thee Conſcience, vulture · like, does tear; 
Beneath thee Hell, in horrid yawns, throws wide 
Her mouth, diſcloſing all the fetid tide | 
Of liquid brimſtone, ready to devour | 
Thee, and thy offspring which thy loins ſhall pour 
O ſad dilemma this! With trembling dread 
My ſoul recoils, to think what ſhall ſucceed! 
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Woes, plagues, and tortures, evermore to live 
Beyond the wildeſt fancy to conceive. 5 


But with ten thouſand raptures let me ſing 
Ihe boundleſs love of Heav'n's Almighty King! 
Who tho' enthron'd in dazzling glories, far 
Above the moſt exalted Cherub there, 
Tho' now inſulted by a crawling worm; 

Vet now, ev'n now, he wears a pitying form. 
Strange what is this? ſhall mankind ſtill be ſav'd, 
Ind God be juſt? who pure obedience crav'd, 
Divinely perfect; now ſo ſadly ſoil'd, 

He black as Hell, of ev'ry virtue ſpoil'd. 

Ves, O my ſoul! triumphant hail the thought, 
Of what Eternal Goodneſs for thee wrought! 
The ſinner ſhall be ſav'd, and juſtice have 

All that the rigour of his law can crave. 


But who ſhall anſwer the inceſſant frown, 
Which that ſtern creditor diſdains to drown 
In waves of lenity ; but ever firm 
And ſteady to his purpoſe, ſhews the term, 
The ſigned bill, which man cannot expunge, 
But ſhuddering reads, and fears in wrath to plunge ? 
W. 
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Shall boundleſs ſeas in crimſon ſurges roll, 


Wrung from each victim of the maſſy world: 
To purge away the blackneſs of his crime, 

And clear the accompts with Majeſty Divine! 
Shall angels, who ſurround the throne, deſcend 
To pacify the God he did offend ? 

Shall they be turn'd to inſects, to affuage 

The boiling fury of a boundleſs rage? 

No, theſe unworthy : theſe unable all, 
Once to ſupport him in the dreadful fall. 

His debt 1s Infinite, therefore, the flame 

Of juſtice muſt be quench'd in blood the ſame, 


And quench'd it was: hear, Nations! hear; and give 


Praiſe to that God who died that you might live! 


Amazing thought! can theſe be truths? They are. 
Heav'n's attributes are notes that never jar; 
Sweeter than all the muſic of the ſpheres, 

And Mercy, ſweeteſt far to mortal ears. 
Thro' all her various works, let Nature raiſe | 


A loud harmonious hymn of grateful praiſe. 


For me, when I attempt to liſp it here, 
It on my lip oft falters inſincere. 

The heart, impoiſon'd from the native ſource, 
Flows in a ſtream as foul, with equal force; ; 


e. 
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What dire imaginations, whirling roll, 

And with a deluge often ſweep the ſoul. 

O fatal fall! reverberate again 

To Adam's ev'ry ſon, with humbling pain ! 
True Innocency's lofty, poliſh'd tow'rs, 
And ſtately ramparts, now no longer ours; 
But waſteleſs heaps of ruin till declare, 
Conſpicuous, what th' effects of ſinning are. 


Then let me oft in ſolitary walk, 
And with theſe mortifying lectures talk, 
Till Conſcience, like the wailing owl I heard, 
Hath rous'd me up, my duty to regard. 


But let me now withdraw, for Sleep doth call 


Her gentle ſlumbers on each viſive ball. 


In ſilent eloquence, the pleaſing Dame, 

Now bids me reſt a while my wearied frame. 
Let me, with awful rev Tence, now commit 
My whole of being to its Author great. 
Thou who didſt form me in the womb! and thou 
Who haſt preſerv'd me ever until now! 

God of my infant years! O mayſt thou ſtill | 
Protect me by thy never-erring will! 
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And when, in future days, my head is crown'd 
With hoary locks, may ſtill thy care ſurround ' 
My tottering footſteps, and my guardian be, 

When in the gloomy grave made ſweet by thee. 


Morn's various charms again my ſteps invite, 


In ſome ſequeſter'd wander, to repeat 
Another ſeries of contemplatives, 


Which to the ſtudious mind dame Nature gives. 
What heart ſo inly dead, Who will not no- 


With holy rev'rence, and with wonder, bow 


To Nature, rather unto Nature's God, 
Who rules her ev'ry motion with a nod. 
The ſoft'ning air doth balmy odours fan 3 
Sweet exhalations riſe from ev'ry lawn; 


Spring now, triumphing o'er each ſurly blaſt, 


Makes ev'ry gladd'ned heart her banquets taſte. 


The plain, the mountain, and the woody ſhade, 


In. Flora's queenly raiment ſtand array'd: 


The birches, pride of Scotia's winding vales, 
With clouds of incenſc, now perfume the gales : 
The venerable oak, unfond of charms, 


 Ev'n joys to ſee his lengthen'd brawny arms 
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Renew their age, and ſoon become the Lord 
Ot ev'ry tree the foreſt can afford. 
When viewing Nature in her infant morn, 
May I with her a ſecond time be born; 
May with new life each inward pow'r awake, 
And all the chains of dark corruption breax! 
Thou giddy Will, to virtuous Reaſon yield; 
Thou Underſtanding, ſtill direct and ſhield; 
Ve wild Affections, from your courſes flow, 
To climes where heav'nly breezes only blow; 
And let the Conſcience ſtill an aſpect wear, 
As yonder ſky, unclouded, calm and clear; 
That when the ſummons by pale death is giv'n, 
The ſoul may be an off'ring meet for Heav'n. 


Where's now the atheiſt bold, who dares deny 
Th” exiſtence of a God? Vain fool! draw nigh ; 
Read Nature's Volume, there thou may'ſt behold 
The meaneſt reptile clearly him unfold : 79 
And in thyſelf (if thou haſt eyes to ſee) 

Thou may'ſt behold the fame great Deity. | 
Diſlodge the grov'lling thought that fills thy breaſt, 
Annihilation !—How the ſoul is tolt ! 

Tortures paſt utterance all her pow'rs confound 
When ſhe but thinks upon the horrid ſound ! 
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But caſt thine eye a month or two behind, 
Ruins and waſtes are all thou there can'ſt find. 
The tribes that once did all the fields adorn, 

Seem each deceas'd, and fleeping in its urn, 

But mark them now, deck'd withnew charms, come 
| forth, 

Releas'd from Death, again to 3 cheir each : 
Which plainly proves that great, that awful day, 
When faints ſhall riſe in glorious array; 

When Death ſhall drop his gloomy majeſty, 

Fall on his bloody dagger, roar, and die. 
Methinks I ſee thy tomb aſunder cleave ; 

While with reluctance thou thy frame doſt heave, 
Still ſhrinking back, but yet impell'd to riſe, _ 
And roll around on horrors black thine eyes. 
What terrors fill thee then! (tho? now ſo bold) 
Trembling in ev'ry nerve thou doſt behold 

A blazing throne, where fits the dreadful He, 

| Whom thou'ſt deny'd, and juſtly calls on thee. 

In vain to kindling earth thou doſt exclaim, 

To hide thee in ſome whirling gulphy flame, 
Amid the conflagration to invole, 

And with her exit periſh and diſſolve. 

In vain thy hopes, in vain thy wiſhes all, 

In vain Annihilation thou doſt call, 


* 1 


The ſolemn, diſmal period does commence, 
That ſhall thine adamantine breaſt convince 
That there's a God, a God of juſtice too, 
Who fin unpuniſh'd never will allow. 

Above thy head, in choral ſymphony, 

Thou ſeeſt the ſaints in flaming raptures fly; 

_ Deck'd with refulgent rays, ſtrong and divine, 
The golden portals of Empyræum ſhine, 

Thro' which the manſions of the bleſt appear 

Full on thy wand'ring eye, with joyleſs glare, 

And only aggravate thy tortur'd mind, 

Conſcious their bliſs for thee was ne'er deſign d. 

Ihe lofty arch, which on the vaſt of ſpace 

Stands firm ſupporting all th' angelic race, 

Show*rs ſuch a flood of glories, till thine eyes 

Are dazzled with a more then blind furprile ! 

With torture rack'd, thou giv'ſt a hideous yell, 

An earneſt of the furious pains of hell: 

Whoſe mouth turns blacker at the hated ſight 
Of ſuch celeſtial pomp, immenſely bright; 
And howls voracious | when the God of pow'r, 
Array'd in terrors, ſends a brimſtone ſhow'r, 

Sweeping with thee the whole ungodly crew, 

(Applauded by yon glorious happy few) 
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: Down, down, with devils, to her loweſt cell, - 
Where Wrath, and keen e for ever dwell. 


If ſuch th* ungodly's end, if ſuch their TY ; 
Then, O my foul! their practice ſtrive to hate. 
O ſtrive to know religion's true import! 

Nor dare with ſuch a ſacred truth to ſport; 
Tho? by the modern world of no eſteem, 
Depreciated as a thought too mean. 
Oft ſage philoſophers they boaſting turn, 
Oft ſhining warriors in the field they burn; 
Vet never ſtrive themſelves to dignify, 
With true Religion's magnanimity. 
The Chriſtian is the Hero, he the Sage, 
Can laugh at all the allurements of the age: 
Beneath a greener bay than worldly fame, 
Or all the ſparkling crowns that earth can claim, 
He ſhall delighted fit their vernal bloom, 
Not withering even in the lothſome tomb: 
And ev'n amid the cruſh of worlds at laſt, 
When your poor brav ry ſhall ſtar. . 
He ſhall behold, without the leaſt diſmay, 
Each mighty ſyſtem flame, and paſs away; 
Shielded by that great hand, which form'd each globe, 
Adorned with his Saviour's ſnowy robe, 
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Borne in a car-triumphal to a throne, - 
Woes 19 N and death, are never known. 


A . concert fills the ambient air, 
From feather'd legions, who withjoy repair 
From more refined climes, where they'd been drove, 
When boiſt'rous Boreas emptied ev'ry grove. 
At firſt, a black'ning cloud, they hover Mae, 
With notes promiſcuous o'er the diſtant tide. 
Then ev'ry ſpecies forms a ſepꝰ rate choir, | 
And with loud ſounding pinions faſt explore 
The neareſt path, to find their native ſhore, 
And quick to know their former lov'd abodes, 
Some to the wild, ſome where the foreſt nods, 
Some to the ſteaming marſh with haſte reſort, 
And ſome domellie-like around us ſport. 
They now around me, on each leafy ſpray, 
In trains, high warbied, hail the riling day. 
See how: their little boſoms bound and beat, 
While pair by pair, they cloſe enamour'd fit ; $- 
Or woo each other through the glen or grove, 
In many an ardent tale of artleſs love. 
See with what piercing ſkill they build the 67 
„In thicket, heathy turf, or rocky waſte z 
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In which the dam woods o'er her embryo young, 
While the kind mate in tender feelings wrung, 
Flies far, and culls of food for her the beſt ; 

Or elle alternately with her does reſt, _ 

Till every part of fond parental care, 

Makes the whole family ripen'd for the air. 
The boy oft eager to purloin the prize, 

That in the little cells obſcured lies, 

As now to ſchool he flow and aukward ſteers, 
Conſcious of taſk ungot, he thinks, and fears; 

The chaſt'ning rod ſtrikes on his mind; he views 
All the harſh ſcene, and frames 2 full excuſe: 
At night, next morn, he this, or that will give, 
His fire and maſter, wholly to deceive, 
Poſſeſs'd with theſe, excurſively he roves 


At random, through the hedges, fields and groves; 


Till meeting more aſſociates in the crime, 


They form a league, broke many a thouſand time; 
Then with the thought they are unſeen, they take 


With eager haſte, the covert of the brake. 


With anxiousſearch they grope, they climb, and gaze, 


Elate with hope, all rambling different ways, 
Till one in tranſport cries, Ho! here they are! 
The ſweeteſt, gayeſt, woodland ſongſters far, 


*Tis mine l tis mine! haſte here, behold they ſpring 


And ſoon would have eſcap'd us on the wing. 
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O tragic ſcene ! that family at reſt, 

With 1 Innocence, and full contentment bleſt, 

Above all Adams ſons! O how the muſe 
Shrinks as ſhe ſings of thoſe who thus abuſe 

Kind Nature's laws! Behold the injur'd pair! 
Stung to the heart, once view their downy care; 
Then forced from their helpleſs brood, to flee 

And ſeek a ſhelter on the neighbouring tree, 
Where they their tuneful ſong were wont to raiſe. 
Now, ah! they penſive droop, with anxious gaze 
They eye their youngpluck dfromthe ſlielt'ringthorn, 
And thro? the foreſt by the plund'rers borne; 
Whoſe feeble cries and flutt'ring ſtruggles fill 
Them with a ſhar p, and agonizing chill; 

Their little boſoms, like to burſt with grief, 

Yet, worſe and worſe, can give them no relief, 

Tho' hovering round; from bough to bough they fly, 
Till the unwary dam attempts too nig 

The ſavage boy, whoſe hand a ſtone quick hurlz— 
She falls, and quiv'ring, in vermilion rolls. 


0 barb'rous deed! is there a heart of ſtone, 
At thought of this, but inly heaves a groan! 
The forlorn fire, abandoned to woc, 
Springs frighted up, but doubtful where to go. 
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Now all his joys are blaſted in the bud, 
For ever gone the pleaſures of the wood. 
He vents his grief faſt from his ſtraining throat 
In many a wildly- melancholy note. 

But now his captive race are out of ſight, 
Full of deſpair he wings his devious flight, 
With eager ſkim, till on the valley's verge; 
And as he flees, ſtill ſings the funeral dirge. 
But, ah! for ever gone: he forc'd returns, 


And on the well. known buſh more loudly mourns, 
In all the plaintive energy of ſong, 

Till ſympathizing warblers round him throng, 
Touch'd into feeling at his eaſeleſs pain. 

To heav?n's high cope they lift the doleful ſtrain, 
While falling waters murmur back the ſound, 
And waving woods re- echo all around, 1 8 
A language more expreſſive of his woe, 

Than my lame numbers can pretend to ſhow, | 


O doting parents! can you be ſo blind, 

Thus to your children dear to be unkind, 

Indulgence to them in a trivial ill, 

(If ſuch there be,) i is like a furious rill, 

Turn'd in its courſe at ſome commanding ſpot, 
At firſt the ſandy banks are hardly broke; 
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Till, gathering force, it eats an ample vein, 
And with a deluge whelms the bord'ring plain. 
Nature corrupt, ungovern'd, and untaught, 

In youth with every growing vice is fraught, 
And knows no moral bounds. Each vice begets 
Thouſands more foul, and theſe more horrid ſhapes 
Again produce, till each enormous deed | 

Oft to dire infamy poor mortals lead; 

Ev'n then confirm'd in guilt, they ſil advance, 
And plunge the depths of wild extravagance, 
Till baſer than ſhall taint the muſe's pen, 

The laugh of devils, and the ſcorn of men. 

O then let this command one ſerious thought, 
Let this arouſe your feelings as they ought; 

In time be wiſe, if you'd not wiſh to meet 

Them 1n that world of miſery complete. 

This natural ſoil of theirs you may improve, 

If favour'd by the bleſſing from above; 

Tho? choak'd with weeds it ſeems, beneath are laid 
Celeſtial treaſures, muff'd deep in hade, 

Each faculty, like diamonds hid in ore, 

Till digg'd and waſh'd, diſplays no beaming glore. 
Or like young trees, unheeded, and exil'd, 


Far from improvement, in ſome joyleſs wild, 
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They fruit may {ill produce, tho' ſharp and ſour; 
But ſhould ſome hand a warmer ſoul procure, 
His wholeſome-labours, and the foſt'ring dews, 
Would ſweeter life to all their parts infuſe "HRS 
Soon with exulting heart he might behold, 
Their boughs a rich luxurious load unfold, | 


Thus, parents, thus, to your peculiar care 
Theſe plants are truſted; dare not once to ſpare 
Your uſeful huſbandry, the means are giv'n, 
And dews propitious promis'd you from heav'n n 
To aid their growth: O then be not in doubt, 
But teach the infant ſaplings how to ſhoot; 
Prune ev'ry wanton twig, dig round them well, 
Till with new juices ev'ry fibre ſwell; 

Then bid your higher huſbandma an ſhow” r down | 
His choiceſt influences their youth tocrown; 
Then richeſt fruit ſhall ſoon upon them ſpread, 
Whoſe beauty, worth, and fragrance never fade. 
So from the life. preparing garden here, 5 855 
They ſhall at laſt tranſplanted, flouriſh where 

The ſlow'ry plains, ſweet galcs, and clement ſkics 
Of the celeſtial paradiſe ariſe; 

Where living waters ſhall ſor ever glide, 

And choirs of feraphs warble by their ſide. 
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Now ſee mild Flora Spring” s young favourite. maid, 

In all her modeſt i innocence array'd ; 

Gentle as dawn, gay as red ev'ning cloud, 

Chaſte as the goddeſs of the umbrageous wood; 

See her half ope her boſom to the day, , 

Round which the lovely graces ſportive play. 

Her mantle broad, and dipt in ſhining green, 

. Bedropt with ev'ry dye by nature ſeen. 

Her graceful treſſes wanton on the wings 

Of ev'ry zephyr that the morning brings. 

Her neck, the pureſt alabaſter ſhows; 

Her lips, the tincture of the full-blown roſe ; 

Her breath, the ſweeteſt, fragrance: form'd to pleaſe, 
In each reſpect the tender virgin is. 

See how ſhe walks, amid the pearly dew, 

An object only fit for gods to view. 

Cenſorious bigots! would ye frown, and ſay, 

That I from virtue was begun to itray, 

If I ſhould throw aſide each other care, 

And fondly once embrace this peerlels fair? 

"Vis done: I can as far o'er you triumph, 

As love, and woo, and even gain this Nymph. 

The Nature. ſearching, contemplative mind, 


Will find the flent charmer ever kind. 
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Inſpire me then, {weet dame! thy charms to al 5 


Or make at leaſt the en tyrant weep. 
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Make my dull heart, i in tender raptures ſwell, 
Till warmeſt feelings lull rude Vice aſleep, 


When firſt thy, jnfant beauty peeps abroad, 12 


Is when the ſnow-drop breaks the icy clod, 


Oft have I ſeen it ſpring, devoid of care, 
Amid ſurrounding | ſnows, itfelf more fair ; * | 
What could preſerve it then, ſo young. and weak, 
Hemm'd in with foes, who only ruin ſeek; _ 
'Twas conſcious i innocence, that Rood high-wall'd, 
And made the molt invet'rate ſtand appall'd. 


Man is not ſo; when firſt bis eye he throws _ 
On this baſe world, and ſinds it full of woes, | 


He guilty, cries, and trembling fain would turn 
Back on the journey hardly yet begun. 


The Daffodil, amid a grove of ſpears, 1 

Next in thy train delightfully appears. 

The thick ning leaves, fluſh'd with gay downy gold, 
Circle on circle, cloſely do infold ; 

Moiſt'ned with dews, and ſwelling to the day, 

He + mods reſpectful o'er the border gay. 
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Profuſe of ſcents, expanding to imbibe 
The lucid drops, appears the primroſe tribe: 
Some all around with ruddy honours dreſt, 
A creamy colour decorates the reſt. 


Some imitate the ſky, ſome milky white, 
Some ting'd with Luna's beams ſhine yellowy bright. 


In many a fringed form the daiſies come, 


Thick ſtrewing all the mead with healthy bloom. 
Their ſlender leaves plac'd regular and thin, 
Of pureſt white, or dipt in claret ſhine ; 


While in the midſt, a ſhapely orange knob, 


Ariſes graceful to complete the robe. 

Some more elate amid the gay parterre, 
Glow ſanguine all, with a thick downy fur. 
Here knots uniting, there a beauteous wild ; 


The roving eye's with ſecret raptures fill'd. 


Narciſſus rears his juicy ſtem on high, 


Then droops his head, and ſeems again to ſigh 


In pangs of deep ſelf. love; his form more fair 
Than virgin's boſom; in his own appear 
A chain of azure ſpots, ſtill weeping dew 


Thro! a red circle glitt'ring on the view; 
He ſtoops, and thinks, and looks, and ſighs again, 
And loves the object in the fount in vain. 
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Hid in the umbrage of green ambient leaves. 


The modeſt violet ſcarce her aſpect gives, 


Arabia, canſt thou, on thy ſpicy coaſt, 

A flow'r ſo ſmall, of ſuch a fragrance boaſt ? 
Nurling perfume ſhe ſits, and when in view, 
The darkeſt indigo is not ſo blue. | 


But why particularize? while all at large 


| The joyous landſcape ſmiles from verge to verge; 


Hill, dale, and wood, far as the eye can rove, 
Seems one ſweet, varied, bluſh of glowing love. 
See high, and wide, the maſſy poliſh'd arch; 
There chequer'd thinly-gay, here amply ſtretch. 


A canopy empurpled, where the ſun , 


Sits Lord of Day, and ſhow'rs his radiance down. 
Rock ſhines on rock, in many a borrow'd beam, 


While golden fiſhes on the placid ſtream, 


Flounce high in mimic ſport ; till in a vale, 
Thick hemm'd with hill and wood, the mirrors fail; 
Sweet curling miſts ariſing from the flood, 


 Whiten afar, and form a pearly cloud. 6 


Ethereal muſic quivers through the brake, 
The Thruſh each melting air ſtrives to awake, 


The herds with hollow notes the paſtures fill, 
The infant lambs ſkip, bleeting, o'er the hill; 
The Nymph ſits wreathing garlands all at cafe, 
And with each winning carol ſwells the brecze; 
Her ſwain, enamour'd, young, and beauty-ripe, 
Strains ev'ry nerve to harmonize his pipe; 
While the caſcade's hoarſe-falling diſtant roar, 
In folemn baſs unites the gen'ral choir. 


Iis tranſport all! where ſhall T rove to ſind 

A ſcene the moſt delightful in its kind ! 
Let me the windings of the glen purſue, 
Where rocks are pil'd, and ſtreams are daſhing thro”, 
Where thorny bloſſoms, and the ſcented broom, 
Pervade the gale with ev' ry choice perfume; 
Or let me climb yon mountain's tow'ring top, 
Which ſeems the mighty vault of heav'n to prop, 
There ſink a while in tides of joy profound, 
| While the rich feaſted eye I roll around. 
Behind, till bounded by the bending ſkies, 
What cloud-capt hills, in awful ridges riſe, 
The bulwarks of the North: nurſing a race 
Of brawny chiefs, the battle's awe, and grace. 


From coaſt to coaſt, far ſtretch'd on ev ry hand, 
Tow'rs, lakes, woods, een and cities, crown the 

Rich Induſtry, : nice Arts, ſweet Peace, delight, 

And Liberty, which doth the whole unite. 

Theſe are thy charms, Britannia! envy*d worth! 

Thou reign'ft ſublime, the miſtreſs of the earth. 

Thou ſeem'ſt the choſen gem of nature's robe, 

Dropt down from heav n to glow amid the globe. 

Though but a ſpeck, thou doſt, with greateſt eaſe, 

Affright the nations, and command the ſeas. 

Von rolling main, which amply ſpreads before, 

A world of waters! toſs'd in foaming roar, 

(Spotted with floating woods, which to the eye 
Soon kiſs, then mingle with the ſloping ſKy,) 

To thee from ev'ry breeze, wafts pureſt health, 

And ſtows thy ports with richeſt foreign wealth. 


Orlet me plunge amid the deep green wood, 
And trace each maze of the meand' ring flood, 
Where ſycomores unite, and birches twiſt, 

By ſlender creeping woodbine ſweetly preſt, 
Where pitchy ſirs extend, where aſhes tow'r, 
And polith'd poplars deck the humid ſhore, 
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Where cheſnuts broadly wave, where beeches rear 
e heir ſpreading branches ruſtling in the air, 
|= Where elders croud, elms ſtoop, and oaks aſcend, 

Like aged Kings, their ſubjects to defend. 

There, where the ſun ſcarce gives a glimm' ring ray, 

May Irecline and chace vain thoughts away. 

Or on the velvet flow'r enamell'd brink, 

Where claſping oſiers the pure waters drink, 

Which ſoftly ſlide along their pearly bed, 

A ſhining ſerpent- ſeeming hugely ſpread, 

Now let me follow to the heavy roar, _ 

Sent from the uniting ſtream half ſpy'd afar, 

Adown the heath-clad hill in thundring drives, 

Perplex'd with rocks it foams, and wheels, and 

ſtrives, | 

Till burſting o'er r the cli, it pours a nad. 

Swift as the light'ning from the tortur'd cloud; 

| Ingulph'd amid the dark profound beneath, 

Which flies affrighted at the falling wrath, 

Whurl'd round convulſive, boiling more and more, 

The frothy billows laſh the fartheſt ſhore. 


Here let me, on the central margin, . 
Ang view before me the rude, pleaſing ſcene, 
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Fit haunt of lovers! ſolemn gay retreat ! 
Which doth the full ſwell'd boſom oft invite, 
From giddy crouds, where Folly reigns ſupreme, 
To turn the thoughts upon a nobler theme, 
To tell the pangs that blaſt Life's faireſt bloom, 
Io liſt'ning Heav'n and this ſurrounding gloom. 
The love. ſick youth, abandon'd to deſpair, 
When abſent from his heart-enchanting fair, 
Oft to this lonely wild delights to rove, 

And pour out all his ſoul in floods of love. 
See how entranc'd in thought alone he ſtands! 
Now beats his breaſt, now rears his folded hands, 
Now lifts his languid eyes to heaven, and now 
Prone to the earth immovable they bow; 
Ihen all at once he ſprings, and flies to find 
His charmer, in the well known bow'r reclin'd: 
Imagination on her airy wings, 

Before him all the matchleſs image brings ; 
He fees th' engaging ſmile, the ſlender waiſt, 
The ſparkling eye, the heaving ſnowy breaſt; 
Each dazzling grace that nature gave the maid, 
Is now in all its native pomp diſplay d-: . 
IIis heart exults : but ah! one moment more, 
Declares the fair elyſium to be o'er; 
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She's gone a phantom all —He flings him down, 
All on the empty ſpot with wideſt moan; 

Flames newer kindle, darts more pointed ſting; 

A thouſand thoughts his ſtruggling ſpirits wring; 
Surcharg'd with woe his heart: He to the breeze 
Now gives it all, and finds a tranſient eaſe. 


But come, ſweet Flora! lead me up the ſtream, 
To where yon tow'rs emit a fractur'd gleam 
Through the green waving ſhade: There let me ſce 
The garden deck'd in all its pride by the. 
Deep in the boſom of a lofty hill, 

Whoſe hoary head obſtructs the Northern gale, 

Whoſe circling arms, o'erhung with woods far 
ſpread, | 

And terminate in many a flow'ry mead, 

The lovely ſcene ſhines out: a bleſs'd abode, 

And ſeems contriv'd by ſome gay rural god. 

A gentle eminence ſupports the fane, 

Which looks majeſtic o'er the rural plain, 

A black'ning foreſt ſpreads a wing behind, 

And ſcreens it from each angry northern wind. 


Before the flow'r-beſpangled banks deſcend, 
Whoſe eaſy ſteps in level mazes end; 
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Here viſtas, there dark bow'rs, in 'tangling ſtrife, 
Here winding walks, there ſtatues aping life. 


Now let me in thy lap, O Flora, lie 

And hear the pure canal run bubbling by. 

Firſt hid *mong balmy ſhrubs it grumbling falls | 
Aſlant the broad declivity, then ſwells | 
Tranſlucid through the ſhade, and ſtrays along, 
In wanton curve, to waſh the lovely throng. 
Or let us fit beneath yon tufted grove, 
And ſigh, and ſmile, and talk, and feaſt on love: 
Where the huge roſe-girt baſon holds a ſheet 

Of liquid cryſtal, where the zephyrs meet, 
And bathe their little wings, to fan us there 
With gentle, cool, enliv'ning breaths of air. 
Or let me walk with thee in jovial mood, 
Beneath yon bloſſoms, like a fragrant cloud, 
' Diffus'd profuſely on th* embow ring trees 
Which fill the orchard ; where the humming bees 
In ſpeckled ſwarms fly with aſſiduous care, 
From bloom to bloom, and charm the liſt'ning ear. 


But, O accompliſh'd fair one! let me haſte 
To the parterre, where ſmiling millions waſte 
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Their eſſences delicious: charms of thine, 
Thrown bare to this enraptur'd eye of mine: 
There, panting in thy arms may I behold | 
Each latent beauty, modeſtly unfold, 
Soft finking on thy yielding breaſt, whoſe throb 
Is warmly keen, yet pure as Virtue's robe ; 
Oft catching from thy lips a balmy kiſs, | 
Till all my raviſh'd ſoul is loſt in bliſs. 
Where ſhall I gaze? Before, behind, around, 
Above, beneath, delights are only found ; 
Ten thouſand ſcenes of ev'ry form, and dye, 
Fling mingling wonders on the dazzled eye. 
The lily meek, the polyanthos gay, 
Of colours laviſh; to the fervid ray 
The golden ſun-flow'r turning ; tulips ſpread 
In many a wanton hue; of bluſhing red 
The rich ranunculus ; of downy white 

| The hyacinthian tribes; the pinks unite 
In fair beſpotted knots; the bright jonquils 
Sit breathing incenſe to the welcome gales ; 
The roſes pale, or white, or crimſon dy'd, 

Or variegated, glow the borders pride; 
The blue de. luce, ſtock-gilliflow'rs, the {mall 
Auriculas of gloſly leaf; with all 

3 1 
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The fleſhy- hued carnations ; parking ſhine | 
The rainbow colour'd iris ; while the twine 
Of odoriferous jeſſamine above, 

Soft whiſpers ſweetnels through the by grove. 


But why attempt to paint the matchleſs Kone 25 
Bold Fancy labours hard, yet ſtrains in vain; | 
Thought halts behind, hence then, lame numbers, 

hence 8 
lt breathes, it blooms, blends, and ſpreads . 
A ſea of ſwimming glories ! fink, my ſoul, 
In filent wonder at th* amazing whole! 


Yet let me heave a ſigh, and drop a tear, 
O'er theſe fair ſtrangers, ſoon to diſappear: 
Soon ſhall they ſicken, pine, and die away, 
Like trembling dews before the riſing ray. 
Ah lovely race! too happy to remain, 
Where Cares, and Woes, and Deaths triumphant 

reign, | 
Your forms harmonic, delicately wrought 7; 
By Nature's niceſt touch, avail you nought; 
Ye muſt your ſilken robes reſign, and caſt 
The laſt faint ſmile around the weeping waſte ; 
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Theſe charms that captivate cach longing eye, 


In grim Corruption's lothſome arms muſt lie. 
O momentary grandeur! emblem juſt 
Of man's frail fabric tumbling down to duſt ! | 
Like you, he gayly laughs a ſhort-wing'd hour, 
Then diff” ring from you, groans, and ſtruggles o'er 
The verge of Life. O Life! what art thou? ſhort 
As winter's-day, of whims, and pains the ſport. 
A glimm'ring beam thro? ſhifting, ſtorm- well d 
clouds, 
Now wanly gleaming, now 5 in ſhrouds; 
When darkneſs low'rs, the man dejected fits, 
A prey to grief, and weeps, and throbs, and frets ; 
When trickling out; he haſty doth ariſe, _— 
And through each maze a phantom-hunting flies, 
Fool'd, yet purſuing, oft to Reaſon blind; 
Nor heeds Death's tempeſt brewing faſt behind, 
Which gloomy ſwells, and ſoon with rattling might, | 
Involves his quiv'ring ray in awful night. 
What but a light-wing'd northern blaze art thou ! ! 
Which plays along th' expanſe, on the blue brow 
Of Iceland hill refracted; when wide o'er 
The dreary waſte noQurnal fables low'r. 
The ſhiv'ring ſavage, with a rough'ned ſhout 


Of joy, (by hunger urg'd) ſprings from his hut, 
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And ſecks the chace; but ſoon the waving glow, 
After a few more rev lings to and fro. 
A few more antic figures round him thrown, + 
Quick as his arrow, trembles, and is gone: & l 
A prey he falls to Night's dark, wildeſt rage, 
Pierc'd with dire ſtorms, it only did „ 0 
The ſcenes below are like th' unſtable _ 
VUnruffled now, wide as the eye can ſweep, © 
Temptipg the worldling to unfurl his fail, 
Diſtend his heart, and court a proſp' rous gale. 
Now filver'd o'er with peaceful eaſe he ſteers, | 5 
With many a golden proſpect fir d; nor eat 
The ſolemn warning ſounding from afar, 

Nor ſees the ſkies, with diſtant waves at war; 
Sudden a guſt ſtrikes fierce, he ſtarts in pain. 

It howls away; again 'tis calm: 4 again i s 
Another bellowing comes, and chills his blood, 
Whirls round his bark, and tortures all the flood: 
That huſhing too, a dubious, glitt'ring ſmooth, 
| Floats all around, his fears too ſoon to ſooth ; 

For now rous'd up in aggravated hum, 55 
Black, rough, and thick ; ROT, fiends, and thun: 
ders come. 1 

Then all at once they ruſh with bideobs craſſi; 
Flame rolls on flame, with wild tremendous flaſh; 
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Surge laſheth ſurge, pain'd, frighted, agonis d; 
Life raves diſtracted, more and more ſurpris d 84 
Now up, now down, now back, now on, now round, 
He ſtaggering reels; then finks in the profound. 


O man! what art thou, haughty mortal, ſay ? 
A painted lump of animated clay; 
Frail as the flow'r, in all its wanton bloom, 
Thy life the glancing meteor twinkling * the 

. . gloom; : 
Plung'd head long in the rapid iream of time, 

The ſcreaming infant ſinks; then rides ſublime, 
Sublime in follies only: hurried faſt 
Down the fierce, foaming wave, ſtill more oppreſt 
By rocks of care, and whirlpools of remorſe, 
Now eas'd a moment, now torn worſe and worlſe; 
Till in a black-rough cataract he flies | 
O'er Death's enormous precipice ; and ſpies 
The vaſt unfathomable gulph below, 

Eternity's interminable flow, | 
On which he muſt a fail quite different ſpread, Y 
Fraught with the fruits of ev'ry former deed. 
Suppoſe man's life a journey. See him roll d 
In ſwathes of ſorrow ent'ring on the world, 
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This gloomy, foreign, baſe, diſorder'd ſcene ; 
No milder clime will deign to take him in, "| 
Ah then, how helpleſs! Rock'd by his own cries, 
Drench'd in his tears, and pierced by his fighs. 
As on he fares, his path is more depriv'd 
Of happineſs than when he firſt arriv d, 
Yet the reverſe he judges: to his eye 
The proſpect now inverts, and gaiety 
Seems wooing all around ; his boſom burns 
With amorous lovers many, off he runs, 

To filence this, or that, the viſion fails, 
And Diſappointment's frozen cliff he ſcales 
Another ignis-fatuus thwarts his way, 

Another paſſion prompts, he roves aſtray. 
It flies, he ſeeks, it ſinks, his heart appals, 

And in remorſes deep he floundering falls. 

The ſcene now dim and duſky ſpreads : again 
Objects with graver aſpect ſoothe his pain, 
Subſtantial endleſs bliſs they promiſe : faſt 
As thought can goad him on, (ſcorning the paſt,) 
He ſprings to graſp them, ſearching ev'ry where, 
And ruſhes headlong in the brakes of Care. 
Now flouncing, panting, ſtruggling to get free, 
He's more and more immers'd in miſery. 
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Then gathering thick the glooms condenſe around, 
He groans, and weeps, and hears the awful ſound 
Of hollow winds, and ſhaking quagmir'd plain; 
That length'ned ſickneſs, theſe the burſts of pain; 
Which now perforce he muſt embrace, and daſh 
His high-built ſchemes aſide as empty traſh. 
Behold him Rand half.ſunk amid the vale, 

Tearing his hoary locks, faint, waſted, pale; 
The trembling victim of acuteſt woe, 

Sore rent with plany a pang, and bitter bro. 


Now ſolid darkneſs covers all; while Death, 
Who'd ey'd him all along with cruel wrath, 

And with the ſubtile tyger's greedy gaze, 
Unſeen, had dog'd him through each winding maze, 
Advances boldly, quitting all his wiles, 
Whetting his horid teeth, he grimly ſmiles ; f 
Then leaping quick with an infernal roar, 

Lays the devoted wretch in ſanguine gore. 


The world's a lonely ſpeck, or narrow ridge, 

Between two boundleſs oceans: from the cage 
Of Nothing, like a bird, man takes his flight, 
And with a flutt'ring ſhriek on it doth light, 
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Detain'd a moment, and that moment 2 5 
With a confuſed group of fancies wild; 5 
| Oppreſs d, o erjoy' d, he ſobs, or ſtruts, e . 
Scarce N whence he came, or — 


bound. 


Til urg'd by fate he welds A dubious feng, 


And to the world of ſpirits bends his wing. Fo 


Ev'n ſuch thy life, O man ! But is there ner ä 


One ſweeten d morſel i in thy hapleſs * 
Does ne'er a ray of future glory dart 


Aſlant the ſullen ſhades to cheer thy heart ? 


* 


If not, thou ſurely art of beings all 
The moſt compleatly wretched. But, O call. 
Thy ſleeping fires up my wounded ſoul! © 


And let thy own true nature ſcan the whole. Es 
Shall ſuff'ring virtue be forgot by Heav' n, 


And from the bleſt abodes be ever drivn! 3 
Shall the choĩceſt flower of paradiſe, 

For ever withering lie on Greenland's i ice? 
Shall ſhe, the faireſt daughter of the ſkies, 
Above the clouds of ſorrow never riſe? _ 
Shall ſhe, th? eternal Father's beſt belov'd, 
From his Rill-yearning bowels be remov qa, 
An exil'd fugitive, to roam below, 


Toil'd in the labyrinths of pain and woe? 


O never, never Chriſtian, ſtop thy grief j 

'Tis only follies, vice, and unbelief, 

That render Life a Chaos: : Theſe alone, 

Shall with their vot'ries (ah, what crouds dy be 
thrown. | 

Far, far from bliſs, into o the infernal doom: . 

Cruſh'd * mad, in one promiſcous heap. 


But ING icy paſt : a few more : dreary wales; 

A few more deſarts, rocks, and boiſt'rous ales, 

A tew more ſurges brav'd and battles fought, 

In which thou now art ſtrengthen'd, cheer d, and 
taught, | 

Shalt ſpurn this atom-globe, daſh clouds away, 

Burſt yon vaſt concave; ſpring to endleſs day. 

Then art thou chang'd, thy labours fully paid, 

Amongſt the nobleſt Deity hath made. 

Von ſun is darkneſs to the form of thine, 

Wiſe, ſtrong, immortal, holy, all divine, 

Ambitious only to exel in praiſe, 

Rich in the joys of God's meridian blaze, 

(Joys ever new, enlarging, ſtreaming o'er). 

Compleatly happy, canſt thou aſk for more? 


= - 
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Come then, my ſoul, from grov'lling aims ariſe, 
Think on thy worth, behold thy native ſkies ! 
Shake well thy pinions, long by vice controuPd, 
And, full of heaven, mount o'er this jarring world. 
And, O thou matchleſs, ſelf-exiſting Pow'r ! 
Whom Chaos, Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell, adore 
Prime ſource of all perfections, nameleſs Prince! 

The firſt, the laſt, the great Omnipotence ! 
Who only to the womb of Nothing ſpake, - 
And worlds in glorious millions did awake, 
Deck'd with peculiar graces, launch'd along 
' The boundleſs void in one harmonious throng; 

Who doth with boundleſs goodneſi, pow'r, and 

kill, 

Adorn, ſupport, dire&, 120 rule ther ſill ; 
Whoſe awful nod at laſt the ſcene ſhall cloſe, 

And plunge them in the blank, from whence they 

roſe ; 

Author of ſpirits, and men, ordain'd by thee, 

To wear the robes of immortality : 

Of man, thy fav'rite ſon, for whom (ſtrange thought!) 
Thou gav'ſtthy life, and thence more glory brought 
To thy all glorious Self. O deign to ſmile 
On mine endeavours, and my parent Iſle. 
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As I profeſs, ſo make my life agree, 
And let me centre all my hopes in thee. 
As ſhe in valour, ſciences, and arts, 
And envy'd liberty, a radiance darts 
To climes the moſt remote : So may ſhe ſhine 
The firſt on earth, in virtues all divine. 

Send pure religion forth around the coaſts, 

To lead exulting the reſplendent hoſts 

Of love, humanity, and fortitude, 

Truth, wiſdom, peace, and goodneſs unwithſiood ; 
Then bid them nimbly ſweep from pole to pole, 
And round the globe their heav'nly treaſures roll, 
Till ev'ry boſom bloom a flow'ry Spring, 
And Earth and Zther with thy praiſes ring. 


—— — > — — — — ſ—— 


e 1 8 
ON A 
SUMMER's EVENING. 


HE ſoftly-trickling ſhow'r is o'er: and now, 
Between yon weſtern hill and the fair edge 
or ſwarthy cloud, hangs gorgeous, warm and mild, 
The broad deſcending Sun. As ſome fond fire, 
About to take a diſtant journey, calls 
Smiles, comfort, conjugal affection, all 
T he father's tenderneſs, the huſband's love, 
Up to his face, and in careſſes pours 
Them on his weeping ſpouſe, and prattling ſons ! 
8o, bowing low, and cluſt'ring all his beams 
In one bright golden ſtream, yon parting Lord 
Embraces Earth, her cheek all moiſt with tears, 
And uſes ev'ry winning art to pleaſe : 
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Her num'rous offspring. Come now, let me leave 
The wrangling world, with all its little cares, 
Vexatious; all its follies, vain ; the courts 

Of mirth fallacious, where unreal joy 

Flows frothy forth, and feeds a deeper woe, 

The ceremonious circle, where the farce 

Of double compliment is ever play d; 

The flow'ry lap of Pleaſure, all her gay 

Deluſive train; the whole erroneous round 

That mortals ſearch for bliſs, O may I leave! 
Leave for the margin of a mazy brook 

| Sonorious ; or the deep ſequeſter'd vale, 
With dews empearl'd o'er; th* embow'ring brake, 
The gaudy mead, the richly-waving field, 

The moſly rock ſtupendous, or the front 

Of eaſtern hill, returning from afar, 

The yellow glories of the King of Day. 

There may I hold with Nature ſweet diſcourſe, 

Explore her charms, refine and feaſt the foul! 
But where or how begin? my youthful Muſe, 

Unequal to the taſk, amid the throng 


Oft countleſs charms, ſtruggles perplex'd and tot! 


How far, how vaſt, how varied, how ſerene! 
How charming, how majeſtic is the whole! 
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Eaſtward I bend mine eyes, and all the broad 
Extenſive landſcape ſhines : rocks, villas, woods, 
Mountains, and rivers glitter in the blaze, 
While (pleaſing contraſt!) from yon awful hills, 
That ſwell and pierce the weſtern ſky, deſcend 
Shade after ſhade, ſoft- mingling o'er the plains: 
With dark-brown duſky ſweep they ſearch and fill, 
Glen, grove, and lawn ; then, proud aſpiring, climb 
Each eminence, and drive the radiance on 


Before them bright'ning, till hemm'd round, and 
. | 


To ſeek the loftieſt peak, puſh'd cloſer ill, 
It gleams around, then quivers, faints, and dies. 


And is another day for ever gone ! 5 
It is, it is: fled to the Judge of all, 

With ev'ry guilty blot, with ev'ry flow'r 
Which half a world hath giv'n it; only here 
The bare remembrance of a few is left. 
Important truth! and yet bewitched man 
Roves unalarm'd, from vice to vice, as if 

His crimes were wholly in oblivion loſt. 


Le rambling throng! who tamely yield to each 
Unbridled paſſion's giddy impulſe ; ye 


30 THOUGHTS ON A 


Licentious ſons of appetite ! whoſe breaſts 
Have ne'er inhal'd the ſoul-dilating warmth. 
Of ſacred e love, and virtuous peace; 
Ve aſps of envy! whoſe dark boſoms ſwell 
With reſtleſs fiery poiſon—ſtrangers to 
Content in wealth, or patience in diſtreſs ; | 
Ye ſordid brood of av'rice |: vult'rous race, 
Keen griping! who expel each ſocial tie 
That ſhould the world unite, mild Charity, 
Sweet Pity, and Benevolence; ye wild 
Ambitious rovers! waſting ev'ry hour 
In dreams of greatneſs, ev'ry thought on bliſs 
Which (as ye view 1t) never yet was born. 
Ye red-revengeful furies! whoſe rough hearts 
Boil with a deadly rage, whoſe vital blood 
Flows faſt with latent gall; ye boſom-foes! . 
Who ape the friend, and ſuck each ſecret out 
From unſuſpecting, undeſigning men— _ . 
Then, ah! ungratefully renounce them, and 
With villany betray ; ye hatchers of 
Contention and diſorder ! who embroil 
Whole fam'lies, ſtates and nations, plunging all 
In one wide wild confuſion; Commerce, Laws, 
Arts, Sciences, Religion, Honour bleed, 
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And Kings! ev'n _ are butcher'd- 
— — —— Pauſe, and think, 
All ye, and thouſands more, who cheriſh vice ; 
O learn to think, that but a few more days 
Will fly, to ſwell your ſum of deeds, till full 
The great account, and you muſt anſwer all! 
But mine are alſo mark'd: my days and nights 
Are alſo number'd : can I then preſume _ 
To bare the frailties of the world, and quite 
O'erlook my own, forget or mufllle all, 
When ev'n perhaps the new-deceaſed day 
Hath been the laſt for me! Thrice awful thought ! 
O thou all- pure, all-potent, gracious Good, 
Who know'ſt that mortals are a needy, weak, 
Corrupted race, ray down thy light Divine, 
To chace the ſelfiſh miſts that dim my eyes, 
The lazy clouds of carnal-eaſe, the deep 
Dark glooms of ignorance and unbelief 
That envelope the ſoul! O teach me, by 
The proofs thy Providence diſplays around 
Of life's frail, ſhort, uncertain ſpan, to meet, 
Not unprepar'd, the folemn, final hour. 
*Ewixt op'ning morn and now, what mighty ſwarms 
Of diſembodied ſpirits have reſign'd 

L 
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This earth, for future worlds! How many fair, 
Harmonious, ſtately human. forms, eee oh 
Into the ſilent tomb! But one for all 

May well ſuffice: Evander's fun'ral bell, 

Not four hours ſince, aſſail'd my wounded ear, 
And, O my wounded heart! My full, full heart! 
That heaves at ev'ry thought! Tis friendſhip's force, 
Immortal friendſhip! that now n W 
And twiſts itſelf in ev'ry fibre! Ah, 1 8 
The big round tear muſt fall: Dear clay cold youth! 
Thy fate was ſure particularly meant h 

To awe, chaſtiſe, awake, and quicken me 

Coeval to a day, companions cloſe, 

And loving friends we were. Tho' fortune had 
Made thine th' exalted, mine the humble lot, 
Thy ſteady, warm, diſintereſted love 8 
Blaz'd only brighter: thy mild heart, uncrampt 
With paltry-cares, was gen'rous, and unburnt 
With furious paſſions, arrogance diſdain'd. 

Thy mind unſhackel'd with the vicious bands 

That bind the grov'lling, ſprung ſublime,and ſpurn' d 
This world's deceitful viſionary train. 

And art thou gone? O what a blow was that, 

A dreadful blow: that when in all the bloom 


* 
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Of vernal youth thou ſtood'ſt, when ſplendid wealth, 
When downy pleaſure, ſanguine hopes, and fair 
Unſpotted fame were thine; when ev'ry pow'r 
Was thirſting after ſcience, ey'ry nerve 

Was full of vivid ſpirit, when the heart, 

Exulting at the ruddy ſource of life, 

Sent and recall'd her ſtreams, that jocund play'd 
Thro' ev'ry cheriſh'd-vein, and beauty gave 

To all thy poliſh'd fabric, fluſh'd aloft 


The gracefy] crimſon that adorn'd thy cheek, 
And o'er thy face diffus'd each winning charm, 


Which caught the fair, and from the virgin's breaſt 
Exhal'd the ſecret ſigh ; when thou didſt wait, 
With fond impatience, for th' appointed day 

That ſhould unite thee with ſome peerleſs dame, 
Accompliſh'd as thyſelf ; when ev'n arriv'd, 

At that gay gaudy hour, when mortals moſt 
Deſire to live, to hurl thee fiercely down 


Into a hungry grave, and rob me of 


A part of lite, a tender vital part. 


But ceaſe, preſumptuous Muſe ! thy impious 
plaint, ; 
Nor dare to tax th' inviolable law 
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That Wiſdom Infinite hath nature giv'n, 
Nor think the Omnific Parent knows not when | 
To call his ſons, that for a little time 
He had commiſſion'd here. And ye who feel 
The fond fraternal tie, who in his fate 
Lament a fire and mother from you torn ! 
O check your murmurs, and adore that Powr, 
| Whole deep, myſterious, never- -erring ways 
Ye cannot ſcan. Ere long the morn ſhall dawn, 
The happy morn, when ev'ry duſky cloud 
Shall be diſpell'd, and to th' aftoniſh'd fight 
The long, long winding, wondrous, myſtic maze 
Of Providence, with ev'ry wiſe and juſt, 
And holy end, that in it was wound up, 
Shall clear and dazzling burſt. When virtuous 
friends, 
Whoſe boſoms here reciprocally glow'd, 
And was the pillow to each others pain, 
The cream of joy, the very ſalt of life, 
Till thurſt aſſunder by the tyrant Death, 
Shall never meet to part no more: where dying 
groans 
Shall never pain the ear, where fights of woe 
Shall never meet the eye, to melt the heart 


iP 
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In ſtreams of ſorrow ; but on joys unmix'd, 

Full and eternal, they ſhall richly feaſt, 

Amid the auguſt, innumerable throng 

Of happy beings, that tranſported ſing _ 
Their high harmonious ſong, ſhall mingle theirs, 
While ſweet celeſtial rapture warms their breaſts. 
And ſhould not ours diſtend ? Should not our ſouls, 
Inſpir'd by thoughts like theſe, exulting ſpring 
Above the tranſient woes, the narrow aims, 
The guilty fears of life, and virtue ſeek, 

And pant with ardour for the glorious ſcene ? 


No- peaceful Ev'ning reigns: her humid, ſoft, 


Beſpangled pinions, fanning odours ſweet, 
And whiſp'ring muſic ; o'er a dewy world 
She ſpreads delightful. How enchanting all 
The ample rural ſcene to the ſedate, 

The muſing man : unſcorched, unfatigu'd ; 
Nor incompoſed by the glare of day, 

Nor aw'd by ſullen night; unpierced'By 


A gale too haſty, or a ſound too harſh, 


He may tranſported rove. Now from the dale, 
With paſture ſatisfy'd, the kine approach, 
Heavy with tribute, which they daily pay 
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To man: his beſt of nutriment. How ſweet 
They breathe around, how innocent they chew 
The wholeſome cud, and oft with ſudden ſtop 
They break the;hollow lowe, which from afar 
Is anſwer'd eager by their folded young ; 

While the young heifer, and the brawny ox, 
SGambol regardleſs round. The harmleſs lambs 
Forget their play, diverting; and behind 
Their fleecy mothers cloſe, and careleſs lie. 


But the gay tenants of the ſhade are yet 
All bright activity; for, hark! they pour 
Reſponſive hymns, from ev'ry copſe and tree, 
Full on the raviſh'd ear, and ardent wake 
The energy, the very ſoul of ſong. . 
Thus will they warble grateful in the ear 
Of their Creator, till the quivering lamps . 
of Heav'n ſhall on Night's mantle ſhine, and bid 
Them flutt'ring ſeat themſelves to calm repoſe. 

But ſee, behind that range of ſycomores, 

The joyful throng returning lightly clad, _ 
From yon luxuriant mead, where many a row 
Of fragrant hay-cocks equal riſe, the day's 
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Delightful labour. O how happy they ! 
Blythe, roſy, buxom, fair, enkindling up 
The pliant heart of ev'ry ruſtic youth 

In pleaſing flames; the maids together link: 
And whiſp'ring tell (alternate deeply touch'd) 
The charms and foibles of their lover-train : 
Then all at once they burſt the hearty- loud, 
Ironic laugh, and joſtle thro' and thro'. 
While cutting ſhort the highly-whiſtled air, 
And verſes wildly fung, the chiding youths 
Immingle quick; and each one warmly hauls 
The half reluctant ſcreaming dame he loves, 
And all in wreſtling harmleſs revell'r 
They rolling fall. Then each his willing prize 
Locks in his happy arm, and on they walk 
Acroſs the lawn apart: while all the ſoft 
Simplicity of virtuous love they uſe, 

And oft the killing balmy kiſs they ſteal, 

Till fight of home alarms and ſep'rates all. 


Say ye, who dwell in lofty palaces, 
Who roll in afluence, who blaze in pomp, 
Who ſink in luxury, and tow'r in honour— 
Say, can ye find ſuch truly-blooming joys, 
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Such peaceful flumber, duch exalted health, 
Such unmix'd pathons, ſuch onen as theirs? A 


But why eve 1 nnaickic'd left ſo hn 

Von matchleſs weſtern ſcene? The gen'rous RY | 

Tho? riſing radiant, rich with life and heat 

On other nations, hath Britannia's well 
Still near his heart: Tho” from the hilly Ile 
He muſt withdraw his face; behold his beams 

Obliquely ſhot, and from the atmoſphere 

Refracted gay and lovely: O how ſtrong, 

How lively painted glow yon cluſtring clouds ! 

They ſwell, evolve, and bathe their ev'ry fide 

Amid the ruddy glory; then how ſlow 

They creep along the ſky, as loth to loſe 

Their world engaging charms, ſo lately found. 


hut ſtill another train comes failing on 87 2252 


In pleas'd ſucceſſion; catching the ſame hues, 
Then floating off; ſucceeded ſtill by more: 
Embiems of mortals quickly leaving all . | 

This world's vain, fair-fac'd, unſubſtantial ſhow, 
Which they ſo fondly graſp'd, and hugg'd a while, 
To others, charm'd, and fool'd, and ſwift, as they. 
Now faintly trembling paſt the ſpacious halls, 


le, 


Where's now the many. circling mazy walls, 
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Where Boreas fleeps, with all his ſtormy crew, 


Th' aerial grandeur ſoftly ſteals away, 
Then, viſion-like, evaniſhes at once. 


So fades the gaudy face of Earthly things: 
Walls, cities, temples, monuments, and tow'rs, 
And pyramids, the ſweeping hand of Time 
Lays low in duſt. Where's now the reg'lar form, 
The vaſt amazing bulk, the maſly ſtrength, 
The beautiful appearance, and the wealth 
Of brazen-gated Babylon ? Where is 
The fame of Solyma? Alas! where is 
Her ſolemn ſacred temple, blazing bright 
With poliſh*d gold; the glory of the Earth, 
Where the Almighty Sovereign lov'd to dwell ? 


The deeply-awful, ivy-mantled domes, 

The gorgeous group of molten Deities, 

The melting muſic, the enraptur'd ſhouts 
Of Illium? Where is now ſage Athens, with 4 
Her eagle-eyes, her ever- ſtretching mind, 
Her far-fam*d knowledge, and her moral wiſdom ? | 
Where's now the pride, the widely-conquering arms 


Of Perſia, Greece, and Carthage? Where is all 


M 
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The dazzling pomp of Rome? Her Capitol, 
Her amphitheatres, marble arches, ſpires, 
Thick glitt'ring in the ſky, rich palaces, 
Triu mphal, grand proceſſions, boundleſs pow'r, 
And that high title, Miſtreſs of the World? 
All, all are gone : or to an atom ſhrunk, 
Or long ſince buried in a dreary blank. 
Dark, mournful thought! may I indulge a ſigh, 
And wipe a ſtarting tear unblam'd? But, ab! 
"Theſe all are nothing to the future ſcene, 
The dreadful cloſing ſcene, which muſt ere long 
Diſplay its denen wide thro' Nature's works. 


Tremendous io when chis goodly globe, 
With all the ſtores in its capacious womb, 
With all the roaring oceans, peaceful ſtreams, 
Enormous mountains, pond'rous rocks, dark woods, 
And brilliant cities that its ſurface clothe, 
Shall, wrapt in flames, diſſolve. Nor Earth alone; 
The whole furrounding crouds of yon immenſe, 
Ethereal wild, (to her ſuperior far) 
Of ſplendour, force, and harmony bereft, 
Shall in confuſion ruſh, affrighted fall, 
And univerſal devaſtation roll. 
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What then is permanent? where are the climes 

In which the juſt reſide? Th' Eternal Pow'r, 
Whole mighty hand all ſtruggling nature graſps, 
Who can create, detiroy, and mould anew, 

Is ſtill the ſame pervading, happy, good, 
Unchanged Being : and where'er he ſheds R 
His love Divine, there Heaven ſurely is. 


Great Omnipreſent God! O teach me then, 
While yet the ſprings of life are moving on, 
And Time continues: teach me to deſpite 


| The weak ſupport of all created things; 


To live to Thee, to build my hopes on Thee, 
Mid all the tolls of life, and pains of Death: _ \ 
That when the thundes of thy wrath ſhall roar, 
I may be ſafe, and ever. bleſs'd with Thee. 


THE 
HERMIT or ES K. 


ENE ATH a lofty, ſhelt'ring, ſhaggy pile 

Of wood. ſurrounded rocks, abrupt and hoar, 
That overlook a ſpacious chequer'd plain, 

Thro which Eſk's heavy ſounding billows roll, 

A lonely Hermit ſtood : a ſtaff upheld 
His aged, bending form ; the frail remains 

Of a once ſtately fabric. On the gale 

His locks all filvery wav'd : His feeble limbs 
Could ſcarce ſupport him to his moſly ſeat, 

The ſeat where oft he lean'd, to call up all 

His young atchievements, and to ſtore his ſoul 
For the long voyage ſhe was ſoon to make. 
Stiffly he ſat him down: and buried deep 

In ſolemn ſearching thought, remain'd a while; 
Then turn'd his dim. eyes on ſurrounding beav'n, 
And thus his fad ſoliloquy began. 
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The clouds are gathering in the weſt. The blaſt 


 Howls the grove. The mountain ftreams deſcend 


In cadence hoarſe and diſmal. Pale with grief 
Yon wand'ring ſon of Heav'n averts his eye, 

And on a fable vale let's fall a tear, 

How lifeleſs, dreary, dark, and deſolate _ 
Appears the face of things! Stern winter hath 
Struck all the ſprightly ſongſters dull and dumb, 
Hath ſtript the meadows of their gay green robes, 
And from the trees their blooming honours torn; . 
Hath keenly edged ev'ry breeze, and giv'n . 
Lon withered ſummit's ſnowy locks, like mine, 
A true, unlovely picture of myſelf, 
Is all I ſee: decay'd and ſunk beneath | 

A multitude of years, the burden of 
Infirmities, and the black clouds of woe, 


1 tott'ring ſtand. The ſurly blaſts of Death, 


That have ſo many levelled around, 
While I ſtood unmoleſted, ſoon will make 
My drooping frame their unreſiſting prey. 


But yet I fondly thought, that gracious Heav'n, 
Who hath my awful guardian been for more 
Than a whole century of rolling years, 
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Who led me dauntleſs thro' the battle's rage, 

In which I gain'd ſome honourable ſcars, 

Who ſhew'd me baffled Nations, falling Kings, 
Divided kingdoms, and convulled ſtates, 

Who now had borne me down a pleaſing calm, 
To this ſequeſt'red cottage : glad to know _ 

My joyful country flouriſhing around, 

In all the bleſſings of eſtabliſh'd peace : 

I fondly thought that gracious Pow'r would have 
Laid me in quiet in the tomb, while ſhe 

| Continued rich and happy. But, alas! 

How vain were all my hopes! Internal broils, 

in Gallia's land, that have her bowels torn, 

Her laws ſubverted, Church and altars robb'd, 
Her fields and cities drench'd in blood, and evn 
Her prince have {lain : have now rous'd up, thro” all 
The civilized world the tyrant War, 

With all his favage train, more fierce and grim 
Than hiſt'ry ever knew. I ſhake to think 
On the tremendous tempeſts now let looſe, 

To ravage far and wide the peopled Earth! 
Loud, loud I hear the hollow engines roar, 
Diſgorging from their throats a thouſand Deaths, 
That thick and rapid fly for prey : I hear 
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The craſh of falling walls, of burſting gates, 

And tumbling ſtructures, half. conſum'd with fire ! 

I ſee wide-waſting Ruin ev'ry where; 

Rough oceans rolling black with ſhatter'd ſhips, 

And pale diſmember'd carcaſes ; broad fields, 

Heap'd high with mangled heroes; rivers dy'd,/ 

And ſwell'd, and warm'd with blood: meagre and 
fell 

I ſce the Peſt'lence and the Famine, faſt 

Purſuing what th' infuriate rage of arms 

Hath left: and, ah! my heart is wrung to ſee 

So many helpleſs orphans cry amidſt 

The pains of want, ſo many widows pine, 

In unavailing grief, fo many fires, 

Beſet with cares, with age, and ſickneſs, in mourn 

In ceaſeleſs woe their children loſt as I do. 


Alas! no more than one dear ſon I had, 
The darling of my life, my ſole ſupport, 
And he is gone, magnanimous and keen, 
Io ſeek the horrors of the murd'ring ſcene, 
And tho? by me unblam'd ; tho' ev'n inſpir'd 
By me, to baniſh floth and glory ſeek, 
Yet Nature will be Nature ſtill: at leaſt 


96 Tae HERMIT or ESK. 


In a frail woe · worn, helpleſs, poor old man. 

” Perhaps while fit here lamenting thus, 

Impell'd by bravery, and o'erpower'd: * crouds 
He falls, and breathes no more. I Now — Su- 

preme! _ ES 44: 

Who ruleſt ev'ry myſtic turn of war, 1285 
O bet me be deceiv'd | protect my bor: 
And ſend him home (tho? too, too late for my _ 


Embrace) with honours great, and juſtly won. 
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And O with ſucceſs. crown thy much-lov'd lle, W 


Thy fam'd Britannia: fire her hardy ſons 

With that true courage, wiſdom, fortitude, 

That independence, that unconquer'd zeal, 

Which erſt their fathers knew : in ev ry breaſt 
Awake a truly patriotic love; 4 k 
And while with ſeas, and foes, they 8 ws; 
May the warm thought of what they're labouring for, 
The preſervation of their envy'd bliſs, 

Their wholeſome laws, Religion undiſturb'd, 
Unequall'd Science, Manufactures rich, e 
Unbounded Commerce, well improved Arts, 
Sweet Peace, and Liberty, two ſky- born Queens, 
That long have nurs'd and beautified the whole. 
Be lite to ev'ry heart, ſtrength to each arm, 
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And balm to ev'ry wound. Cemented firm i 

And keenly ſpurr'd by this, what mighty deeds 
Will be atchiev'd by all! How will the fierce 
Imbattled thouſands riſe, like ſtormy clouds, 

Or the wild billows of the northern main, 

When heav'd by wintery winds! How will the eyes 
Of ev'ry warrior flaming roll! How will 

Their boſoms ſwell, their ſouls with ardour ring 
Impatient, as they cloſe, and equal march 

In all the awful pomp of war, amid 

The blaze of arms, the high inſpiring ſounds. 

Of martial muſic, and reſpondent neigh N 
Of furious ſteeds, that foam and prance along! 


But when the trumpet's loud commanding clang 
Awakes, and bids the bloody ſtrife begin, 


r, I Heav'ns! what a deluge of deſtructive wrath 
They'll pour upon the foe! each ſoldier then 
Will ſhine a puiſſant hero, emulous 
To merit praiſe, and raiſe his country's fame. 
Ev'n he who dies, will fall amid renown, | 
Great in the ruins his own hand hath ſpread. 
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Meantime, how will the gloomy ſquadrons ſweep 
The ocean round, reſiſtleſs, tall, and vaſt, 
Ihe terror of the world: Each veſſel huge, 

1 dreadful magazine of thunderbolts, 

Black tempeſts, plagues, and Death: how will they 

Full on their proud oppoſers; and, as when 

Veſuvius flings her flaming intrails from + 
Her bellowing ſides, devouring all around, 

They will their ſtorms diſcharge, and force cheir foe; 
To own Britannia miſtreſs of the deep. 


What dk emoluments will then als. | 
To pay for all the toil? what ſacred rights, 
And wealth will be regain'd ? what trophies rear'd, 
What glory, happineſs, and dreaded pow'r 
Will be for ever fix d? my kindling ſoul 
Forgets her clog of duſt, my age falls off, 
My blood flows warm, x: OY: heart beats high, and 
youth. 
Returns at the reflection! O to be 
Once more in armour cas' d, and plung' d i 
The thickeſt ranks, the hotteſt fury, and 
The wildeſt noiſe of war! enraptur'd I 
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Would ſtrain each nerve, and, or vigoritua ſpread 
Grim Death around, or freely ſpend the laſt 
Red Pp of . my lov'd 2 s cauſe! 


But ah! kat do Ltalk: tis viſion all, 
And vain imagination : old and ſpent, 
And impotent I am : my youthful days 


| Are vaniſh'd like a dream, my field-exploits 
Are gone for ever: Life's rough crooked road 


Is nearly ended, and, fatigu'd and faint, 
On the dark threſhold of the grave I land. 


Io the at God of battles I commit 
Britannia's int'reſts ; theſe may he direct 

And proſper while the ſhifting ſeaſons roll. 

And I intruſt that ſame great Being with 

My Death-defying Spirit, ſoon to quit 

This cumb'rous covering of corrupted clay : 

O may he raiſe it, in his arms of love, 

To yon bright regions, where malignant Vice, 
Ape, Care, Remorſe, Grief, Poverty, Diſeaſe, | 
Broils, Wars, and Death, are never, never known. 


That bleak and bei 
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he roſe; and, ſhivering in the gale, 
zeift'rous round the mountain blew, 
Retired flowly to his humble cote, 
Andlefe me unperceiv'd to think on all, 
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. 7 Night, in awful ne bes, ho 
wing, 

And Ms her dark-brow'd ſullen train . 

Clouds roll on clouds, black, heavy, vaſt, and wild; 

Now held, now driv'n, now ſunk, now whirl'd ſu- 
- blime, e * 

By furious winds that war, and groan . ; 

The ſound how diſmal to the lif ning ear 


Where ſhall I turn mine eyes? appall'd I land 
Amid the wide condenſing dreary gloom. 
Heav'ns | what a flaſh! Does Heav n itſelf deſcend 
In one auguſt interminable blaze! 

"Tis gone: but hark! the thunder loudly burſts, 
And roars tremendous thro' the vault ; again 


102 A STORMY: NIGHT, 


The gloom is rent, the flaming bolt deſcends - 
With rapid force, and tears the lofty oak, 

Whoſe falling craſh re-echoes horrid peals. _ 

- Now from torn clouds whole torrents pour at once; 
7 Yet pour as oil gs flame; for quick as thought 
Redoubled light hings glance, and - Ether flies 
Trembling before the noiſe: When from the waſte, 
That fronts the portals of the angry north, 


5 Ruſh the deſtructive ſtorms, with hideous how], 


And intoChaos hurl Earth, Sea and Air. 

Why ſhrinks my ſoul? 0A _ the e freezing 
blood? _ 

Why this cold ſweat, that x now het Y limbs? 

2?Tss Guilt, confounded at the bar, within : ; 

O Virtue! charming fair! come to my breaſt, 

And calm theſe tumults, worſe than all around. 

The ſoul, poſſeſt of Thee, has nought to fear, 

From raging elements, commix'd in war: 

Theſe weapons are within a Father's graſp. 

The Cauſe of cauſes” fits enthron'd alike 

On the black tempeſt, or the ſilver cloud; 

His nod collects, diſperſes, fires, commands. 

And calms them all to meekneſs. Ev'n when all 

The works of Nature ſhall together fight ; 
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' ſhall tumble from their 


W hen worlds and ſuns 
ſpheres, _ 

And flaming waves laſh round each my ball; 

His mighty arm ſhall ſhield her from the wreck, <p 

And n k in his . of * 1 
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Driven thtemgorary; an the lee of a gran — 
* bout to leave the cu _ 


J eſt not ſo faſt with crchaikip, loye and me, 
O Fortune, fickle Dame! for thou ſhall fe. © 


H earts join'd by Heaven diſdain thy haughty . 
N or Time, nor diſtance, can them &er 4 6 


To thee, Amanda, on the whiſt ind, 
E ach tender thought Pll ſend; and hope to find 
L ove, truth, and virtue playing round thy breaſt, 


bam our d more and more e Vllc count thy N '& 
R eturn, and claſp thee in my longing arms. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
M E N. 


Lord MG RRCOR. 0 

LorD M<DoxaLD. | 

RevNaiDo, Son to M*Gregor. 

Epwix, an Orphan 8 up by M*Gregor. 
Ruevs. 

HERMIT. 

BRVNA. 


W OM E N. 


CaTHERINE, Daughter to M*Gregor. 
Evenxes:a, Siſter to Edwin, and friend to Ca- 
therine. 


GuAR ps, ASSASSINS, GT 
SCENE, In the end of the Act, lies in the Iſland of 


Pomona ; through the reſt of the Play, in M Gres 
2 Caſtle, and woods edjeining. | 


L 


* 
; 
" 
7 
5 
. 
— 
- 
. / 
* 
* 
* 
> 
. 
1 * 
* 
* 
0 —_ * 
; N * * 4 
4 4 P . 
Y 
: \ 
* 
* 
* * 
Ny IN 
, mY * * 
ec 
1 : . 
. \ i 
. - 
* 
F 
* 
* 
« 7 
1 a d 
. 
a * 
' 1 . 
* 
; . 
0 * . 
* 
” 
7 
,» 
»Y 
U 
\ 
* 
- 
* 7 4 
* 
5 A 
. * 5 - 
* 
, . 
=) * 
* 
0 
4 i 4 . 
* 


EDWIN axv CATHERINE. 
ACT 1. 


SCENE, 4 Hall. 
M*GazcoR, REYNALDO. = 
REYNALDO. 


. are my ſentiments upon the des. 
ly MGnzcos. 


And doſt thou think they e'er ſhall be receiy'd ? 
Shall I my daughter's hand give to a poor 
Deſpiſed orphan ? Surely ſuch a thou ght 

Hath never yet found entrance to my breaſt, 

Elfe I'd not plung'd him in the depth of battle, 
Before his arm was ſtrong to wield a ſpear? 

But being acquainted with his ill-tim'd love, 

His inſolence, his daring high preſumption, 

I thought, and thought again, what way to take, 
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What ſafeſt way, to crop the growing evil 

Which ev'ry day I ſaw increaſe before me: 

And ſure, at laſt, I did it with that ſkill, 

That caution, and that deep diſcerning judgment, 
Which ev'ry ſage will juſtify : I ſtretch'd 

Not forth my hand to ſtain it with his blood, 

| Tho! rage and honour call'd for vengeance on im; 
But far beyond his moſt exalted hopes, 

Vain as they are, I told him I deſign'd 
He ſhould command the fleet choſe from the clans, 
And fail againſt the Danes, our threat ning foes. 


Fe e We 


The world calumniates the deed, my father. 
Tho? he was born to matchleſs bravery, yet 
He being a youth not well inur'd to arms, 
Not much accuſtom'd to the din of battle, 
The hard fatigue of war, of camps and ſieges, 
What can they think ?—Believe it, fir, I've heard 
Them, ſpeaking of him, call to mind the deed, 
The horrid deed of Iſrael's ſecond king 
Done to Uriah and ſay yours reſembles't, 
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MG OR. 
Reſemble it ! The caſe is widely different. 
He ſent him out, the bearer of his doom; 
1 gave him honour and the chance of fortune; 

What then have buſy, meddling men to fay? ?: 

Or why doſt thou thus merit my diſpleaſure ? 
Should he be buried in the ocean's womb, 
I'd think my houſe well rid of ſuch a reptile, 
And to his mem'ry never drop one tear To 
Or ſhould he fall in battle, ſhould his blood 

Smoke on the ſpear of ſome inſatiate foe, 
His own hard fate, not I would be the cauſe, 
My breaſt would ſtill be clear, my conſcience would, 
Free from his death, Kill ſleep in ſweet repoſe ; 
E'n tho? he ſhould return in ſplendid pomp, 
Crown'd with victorious laurels, I would ſend im 
Far as the liquid falt can carry fail : 
| For while I live, ſhe never ſhall be his. 


REvNAi.DO. * 


Much honour'd father, ſtorm not thus at me 
Tho! I now ſpeak in favour of my friend, 


\ 


* 
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My long, my well-try'd friend—1 own that fortune, 
Through blind neglect, to Edwin hath deny'd 

Her fickle favours, titles, riches, pleaſura 

Yet theſe are only gilded, tranſient toys, 8 

Mere empty bubbles, faithleſs as the wind, 

And make no part of real ſuhſtantial gans, 
But he poſſoſſes far, far greater wealth: 
A ſoul bred up to virtuous deeds; a breaſt. 

Warm-glowing with affection, love, and courage; 5 

A heart of truth, that never can diſſemble; 

A fortitude, that baffles all affletion n | | 

A mind ſedate, yet fo delightful mix'd | | 
With gaiety of ſpirits, ever tun d »4 

For ſocial friendſhip, and-the work of hace n. 

And what might {till endear the youth to ou, 15 
He is of your own clan: His father once, 

Vou know, was Lord of great Pomona's iſle; 


Till forc'd by cruel Malcom's jealous rage, ( 

| He left his country, and reſign'd his lands | 
To the extortioner, and gave his ſon, | 

The infant Edwin, unto heav'n and you, a 


Now to the bliſsful regions he 1s wafted, 
And finds the crowns, and garlands of the Jul, | 
More than e for what he loſt below. 
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Full well indeed then play'ſt the vente, | 
The mdraliſt, the advocate as well: f 
This long harangue of thine is wond'rous pleaſing, 
And really charms th' enthufiaſtic ear; 
But fince Pm grown thy pupil, tell me ſomething 
More new, or more delighting to the mind! 
For what tho? thy diſcourſe be thinly ftraw'd 
With languid truths, what doſt thou call the _ 
The greater part—But call them what thou wilt, 
call them lies accurſed—O my heart !— 
Riſe, MAB, riſe, and * my kindling rage. 


5 kernel bo. 


He is not mov'd, why need I talk of virtue, 
Or ſpeak of pedigree, where wealth is wanting? 
Ill come more near VZ [fr de. 
-Let me ſpenk this once, 
Then take your  pleaure— | 


P 
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0 ve heard enough. 

Enough of thy refined ſophiſtry, | 

Thy. dull, contracted morals —Well, indeed 

I'm really low ſince thou muſt be my teacher. 

I fee his mimicking the Saint before thee, 

Has made thy poor enthuſiaſtic brain 

Run mad, and coin for him a ſtock of virtues 

He never knew. Thou thinkeſt all this praiſe 

Which thou ſo laviſhly beſtow*ſt upon him 
Will reconcile me, and regain my favour, ' 

But my fix'd purpoſe ſtill remains the ſame. 
Even for his birth, allowing it was noble, 

Where is the glory now ? a ſhadow barely 

Without a ſubſtance—and without a charm. 


Enter BRN l. s 
BR VNA. 


A meſſenger demands admittance to you. 


EDWIN and CATHERINE; ils 
| M'Guzcos. 
A meſſen ger! who is he 1 
Burxa. 


— good lord, 
His habit ſpeaks him great MDonald* 8 page. 


seen. 

Iis well; conduct him hither. [ Exit BR YNA. 
Enter PadE. 
PAGE. = 


3 Lord, 
Your pardon for this boldneſs. 


f M.GREOOR. | 


It is granted. 
On the account of thy brave, gen'rous maſter, 
Whom, for his favours, I will ever love, 


Wr 8 r 
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I truly bid thee a moſt heartily v welcome : : 
How fares my friend, the ue Lord Macdonald 


PAGE. 


- Þ- © 
* 


Health waits on him, ; Sir. Down by the area 
But now 1 left him, where he halts to reſt 
Himielf and ſervants, tired with the chaſe, 
And as an earneſt of the hunting ſpoils, p 
And his ſtrong love for Catherine, he has ſent 
By me, the preſent of a little fawn, No, 
Which we within its den ſurpris'd aſleep; 5 
He wiſhes ſhe'd accept it for his ſake, 

F or with ĩt comes his beſt of gifts, his heart. 
Ere this time now he's on his journey here, 
Another hour mall {ce him in Four preſumes. 


1 


: M*GRzcoR. 


T hanks, modeſt youth, Im much thy Maſter' 
ce otor, 
And to repay him ſhall ct 


, * 9 
„ & © $32 
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: Enter BRVYNA. N 
My lord. 
; . 
Sn ron, | 
Here, take with thes this vouch, 
And entertain him as befits wy honour. 
e ee To 
Tour det re, Sir, fhall be obſery 'd. 
Exit, with Pack. ä 
2 nn, x 
* I hope no more : thou'll ſtab me with che nn 


Of that eternal ſhame, that foul diſgrace, 

Thou mean'ſ to bring upon our ancient houſe. 

Thou ſeeſt I for my daughter have a maten, 
A ne match, ſhall dignify our line 
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With blooming ſplendour, and unequal'd pow'r; 

A man poſſeſs'd of excellence, and wealth, 

Of ev'ry gift that nature thought the beſt ; 

And doſt thou think, thou low, thou ſhallow no- 
thing, 

That &er thy minion, a poor beardleſs wk 

Shall dare to vie with this renowned lord, 

This * peerleſs, Caledonian Star! 


r 


Why need I ſpeak, why need I utter more, 

Since angry tempeſts in your boſom riſe. 

All I could ſay, would only urge the lame 

Which gnaws your vitals, dear, dear honour'd fa- 
ther. = 

Let me be calm, and ſilent, as the eve 

When ev'ry gentle breeze has ceas'd to play; 

And only in the ſoothing form of duty, 

Io you, my fiſter, and myſelf, once ſpeak: 

If you have pity to bewrought upon, 

If you have love within your boſom lodg'd ; 

By all the tender ties that parents know, 

I here conjure you to forget that wrath. 
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My ſiſter's happineſs is now at ſtake, 
A ſerious, tender ſubjeR, to be touch'd: 
If ſhe be willing, I ſhall well agree, 
But: well I know the dear, dear, tender thoughts, 
The foft ſenſations, that in crowds ariſe, N 
Throb round her heart, and innocently play, 
f * love, and ae to ber abſent Edwin. 


* 
 M*Grzcor, 


Perdition to that name! deteſted thought! 
But come, no more, time brooks of no delay, 
Now ſmooth thy brow, with courteous ſmiles to 
oe pas | 
Our coming gueſt, nor dare to lurk one frown ; 
Away with haſte to ſeek the penſive fair, 

I think ſhe wanders in the oaken grove; 
That place, forſooth, ſhe ſurely thinks is facred, | 
F or there ſhe Rill delights to dwell alone. 


RevNALD0. ET 


Sacred indeed, by love's moſt facred vows. 
[Afide. 


2 


| een, ige 


0 
k 
{ 
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Bid her 0 off each hee dind: of u woe. 


Each anxious fear, each dark perplexing doubt; 54 a 
Reſume her wonted gaicty, and come ES E de a 
Directly with thee, to attend a friend, „„ 
A noble gueſt, who now awaits her preſence. %%% 7 
Tell her withal, the match is gow concluded ; 3 ES : 
No more ſhe needs bemoan her hapleſs fate, 
Pve wiſely ponder'd in my mind her caſe, , |} 
And foon ſhall ſee her happy in a huſband; 7 ö 
Be ee do wy 1888 I attend Macdonald, _ | 
a M*G REGOR. fs , 

RevNAzvs, a JOY 7 : = „ 

| 


What ſhall I make of theſe akin whoa; A 
The match concluded. Sure *tis not with ain ? - 

If with Macdonald, wretched Catherine's fate. 

Can robes of gold array the mind with peace ? 

Can ſordid treaſures bring content; or fill 

The vaſt deſires of a ſoul immortal! 

What ſhall I tell my liter? how behave? 

When in the preſence of the injur'd fair 
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Should I difſemble ? OK ! forbid it, Heav'n! | 
Should I be plain ; the conſequence is fatal : 
And what adds deeper horror to the gloom 
That low'rs around, is my own latent love 

To that fair charmer. O undone Euphreſia 
Not for my own, but for thy fate I ſhrink, 
When to my fire our loves muſt be revea'd! 
What ſhall I do, in this myſterious juncture? 
Thou Pow'r, who tul'ſt above von azure ſky! 
Who only ſpeaks, and man to being comes, 
Who only nods, and mortals are no more; 


Tat 


Deign to look down on this diſorder'd maze! 


O rule it as thy wiſdom thinks moſt meet. 

Let not a parent give ſuch looſe to wrathz 

But bridle his ungovern'd rage. And, O! 

Reſtrain his avarice! let him no more 
Adore this world, and thus diſhonour thee! 

Now, truſting unto him, who ſits on high; 
May I not linger here, but quickly fly 

To my lov'd ſiſter, there to tell her all; 


And It one's doom'd to periſh, denn ſhall fall. 


End 7 the of Act. 
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SCENE, 4 deep wood. On one hand, a bower and 
lefty oak ; on the other, a Oe, A and ey 
ing vale, terminated * the ocean. 


Enter Carus ad. 


How Jong, bs ks 0 Edwin ſhall I mour 
Thy tedious abſence, with a flood of tears? 
How long ſhall fad remembrance paint the hour, 
That tore thee from theſe arms; ; that urg'd Yeh 

ford 

Thee on yon boiſt'rous ocean, wide and wild, 
To combat ſtorms, yet, yet at laſt reſign 
Thy vanquiſh'd valour to the ſavage waves? 
Thrice wretched Catherine! ever hapleſs youth! 
Thy gear, thy lovely form, by Nature fram'd, 
1s ever preſent in my anxious breaſt ; 
Is pictur'd on my ſoul, thy image yet | 
Appears to fancy real, as when thou took'ſt 
Thy laſt adieu of me, beneath the ſhade 
Of yonder bow” r, avowing conſtant love! 
Love ſtrong as death, which oceans cannot quench 
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Nor the extenſive breadth of ſea divide; 

A love thou ſwore, and feal'd it with a kiſs, 

Pledg'd by this ring, thy finger. long had wore ; 

That ev'n my too, too cruel fire, with all 

His frowns, his threats, and worſe diſſembling 
ſmiles, * 

Should never, never vanquiſh, nor deſtroy. 

But, ah! tormenting anguiſh—Blameleſs youth 

When ſhall theſe vows, ſo ſacred, ſo ſincere, 

Be e er perform'd, in the behalf of me 

Doom'd to misfortunes, deſtin'd to the worſt 

Of human ills—an early, diſmal grave 

Opes its voracious jaws, and thee in gulphs, 

lngulphs beneath th' enormous load of waves, 

That whelm the vaſt capacious channel of 

The mighty deep—daſh'd in ſome cavern's gloom, 

Ah! now thou lyſt. Inſtead of groves, and bow'rs, 

And arbours lin'd with love, where we together 

Oft ſpent our joyful hours of youthful prime, 

Thou find'ſt a pillow of the rough ſea weed, 

Or elſe perhaps a fiſh's entrails give 

A bed to thee! While I, abandon'd, roam 

Through all our former haunts, delightleſs all, 

No joys they bring to me. Like hounds that chaſe 
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The panting doe, inflexible deſpair e | 
Cloſe, cloſe purſues me, and ere long ſhall puſh | 
My trembling ſpirit! o'er Life's giddy verge. 


Enter N at a ents. 


Who' 5 that diſturbs me ? Cruel fate! ſhall I, 
Beſide this facred oak, not ſpend an hour, 
A ſolemn hour, and dedicate i it to him. 

| REvYNALDO, Cl coming forward z/ 
Good . pore thee! Start not, O my liter — 


| CaTHERINE. | 


Away, my frenzy, tis the beſt of brothers 
0 my Reynaldo! how my ſpirits heave, 

My heart, that quite was funk, now mounts apace, 
And ev ry quick' ning vital plays around: 

My ſoul, my very ſoul goes out to meet thee, 

My only coinfort now, my" life's beſt e 


8 


Compoſe thy ſcatter'd ſpirits ; ſummon reaſon, 
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Let her ſit empreſs in thy breaſt awhile, 

To rule the paſſions for a little moment : 

I have a wounding ſtory for thy ear; 
Time” s on the ' wing, and I muft haſte to tell it. 


CATHERINE. 


Ha! what! does it concern thyſelf, | or me, 
Thy lov'd Euphreſia, or my dear, dear Edwin. 


. 
35 ͤ  REYNALDO. 
The tale I bring does deeply touch thy love. 
CATHERINE, 
» | Diſtration—horror—O my tortur'd heart! 


I cannot hold it, ſpeak or elſe it burſts; 
O Virtue! help me now to ſtand the ſhock; 
Inſpire with courage my weak woman's ſoul! 
To hear the dirge of my far better half— 
Say is he baſely murder'd.,—— 
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| — Ka _Heay'! n knows that: . : £ 
I hope it miles more favorably on him, 
My truſty page, but a few minutes ſince 


Is from me gone, the ſpy I oft did ſend 
| Down to the northern cliffs, to view from far 
If he diſcover'd ought of Edwin' 8 fleet. 


CArn EAR. 
Aheav'n of bleſſings wait thee, But go on. 
REYNALDO. 


He told me, far as ſtraining eye could ſearch, 


| He ſpy'd a blackneſs on the foaming ſurge, 0 
And as it nearer drew, he could diſcern, 


Plainly diſcern, the truth. of what he wiſh'd, 
The ſnowy canvaſs ſwelling in the gale, _ 
Not far they ſeem'd beyond the Pentland frith. 


CATHERINE. * 


Now I begin to gather life—thy words 


| EDWIN ano CATHERINE, = tay 


: Strike ſoft harmonious muſic through the ſoul. 
Like the young babe, ere it beholds the world,” A 
I faintly leap, tho? pres d val every a 


: RETNAIL DO. 


How ſhall I tell the reſt? how dan ſhe bear it? 


CATHERINE, 


By why continue here? away I fly 
Faſt as my tott'ring limbs can bear me on, 
Spite of a father's rage, to meet my love, * 
And die contented in his faithful arme. 


REYNAL Do. 


Not yet, my ſiſter. Did I not conjiire thee, | 
To wait with patience, till told it all: 
A time more private, yea; a fitter time, 
Ere long ſhall ſee thee with the man thou lov'ſt== 
At preſent calm thyſelf within, and try e 
If it be poſſible to force a mile: : 


18 


Deck d with thy wonted gaiety: My Lord 
Macdonald is his gueſt. Why doſt thou ſtart? 


Carns RINE. 


Oh my brother. my heart forbades more woe, 
But let it come, it cannot me ſurprize, 
FF The ghaſtly fiend is now familiar to me: 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and tell me all my fears! q 


N t I 


Iwiſh ! could, but O! we both are doomd 
By Fate's decree, to ſhare a life of grief! 
Long, long I with our fire have ſu'd in vain, 
Reaſon'd with warmth upon your Edwin's love, 
| Told o'er his virtues ; virtues known to all, 
= Well known to him, had av'rice kept away. 
Ilaflexible he ſeem'd, deaf to my words, _ 

Unpitying of my tears; he rag'd, be ſtorm- d, 
Opprobious names he call'd us; when a youth. 
Sent by Macdonald, in abruptly enter'd, 
Telling his maſter follow'd, a young fawn, 


W 
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Which was ſurpris d alive, he ſaid he'd brought | 
His maſter's proffer d gift, and pledge of love, 

To you, my ſiſter, which he means ere long 

To * at full, —— 


CaTHERINE, 
| REYNALDO. | 
Wealth makes him bold, thy father's approbation 
Doth make him free; and this I then could learn, 
A few days hence, my father means to force thee 


To wed this chief, He ſays thou'lt then be happy. 


CATHERINE. | 


For ever wretched rather. Oh! ſince he 
Defign'd me miſerable, could he not 

Have choſe ſome eaſier, calmer ſtate of woe 3 

And not have doom'd me to this hell of ſuff' rings, 
Where J muſt toſs for ever! O my heart 

How does it throb with anguiſh ; ; all the ling, 


R 
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And brittle fibres, are wrench'd from their beds; 
Death's icy hand were eaſe, were joy to this. 
Vows made in ſight of heav'n ſhall they be broke! 


| Raya ALDO, 


O huſh, my iter, be again byte, 

Hark! the leaves ruſtle, ſome are ſurely nigh: 
Look there - the boughs unfold Ha! *tis our fire 
Come to upbraid, and chide us for our ſtay. — 

With wan! Macdonald, —— - 


Carne 11 NE» 


7 0 Heavens 
LFainti upon the green bank, Reynaldo ſupporting her, 
M*Gr EGOR, running forward. 
What: where 2 am TN 


My child my child. 
Furnnksra, entering at the oppoſite fide „ 5 feen. 


——Juft heav'ns preſerve my friend! 
[Runs forward, and ſupporis her. 


F. 


- 0 
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Macbon ard. 


My hopes are fled, [4/ide.] She faints ; my love 
my love. 2 


RevNaiDo. 


Hold off—hold off! | her eyes are clos'd i in ſhades 
Of endleſs night—Theſe—theſe thy fruits, O blind! 
Mole-blinded, ſordid avarice. O baſe: 

0 barb'rous, cruel fire—Tyrannic Lord, 


A tyrant to thyſelf —a worm to gnaw 


The very plant thy tender care hath rear'd. 
MACDONALD. | 
Thou talks too faſt, young man; ſhe is not dead. 
Fly nimbly, page, procure afliſtance here; 
Her ſoul ſhan' t fly, if god can bring it back. 


RevNarDo. 


Accurſed gold of clay, tho' moſt eſteem'd, 
Moſt hurtful—tho! reſplendent, moſt corrupt; 


nn n AND CATHERINE: 


Tho' courted, vile; ; and tho” adored, mean; 
Author of miſchief, nurſe of groſſeſt crimes: 
What hath thy witchin g look, thy mg ons arm 
Not balefully atchiev'd ; made ſeas to foam, 
Made cities ſwim, and rivers ſwell with blood; 
Hath ravag*d kingdoms, and laid nations waſte ; 


Torn empires from their roots; and been the cayſe, 
1 fatal 1 cauſe, of all this ſcene of horror. - 


M'Gxrcon. 
fie bones © =: nes 


| Peace, darin g railer! learn what here becomes thee: 
. thought thy virtues 5 night have taught thee better. 


By this we know the depths of his regard; 
Too noiſy far ; j it furely muſt be ſhallow. 


RuvNaL DO, 


Words dipt in zall—Infulting—Oþ! to GEN? 
= Theſe tender rings, my virtue, and affection; 
Harſhly to Jar them with unſkillful hand: 
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Then ſay, chey⸗ re out of tune. But, ha, ſhe ſtirs. 
Amazement |! Oye pow 'rs! inſpire my breaſt 
With love, with virtue, courage to defend her 


From all oppreſſive pow 'r, till heaven thinks meet 
To call us hence 25 * 


M*Grzcor. 


— 


2 ——Nee er mind t the brawling g boy. 
How fares my child R [0 anſwer. 


Macpoxarp. 
2 ma 2 2 P 


— lord, we'd beſt retire, 
We but diſturb her, ſoon ſhe ſhall be well. 


| MEGR&EGOR. 5 


Ithink we had: her frighted ſun comes back, 
And peeps in bluſhes thro the cloudy fabric; 
Anon ſhe'll be prepar d to meet your love; ; 5 
Come, ſon, attend us! 1 | 


 REYNALDO. 


Fa . rorgi give me, father, T 
A Gant monitor here bids me ſtay: 


L muſt not, cannot, will not, dare not leave her, 


— 


{ 
| 
| M*GREGOR. 


Rebellious boy, no more: this way, my lord. 
Exit M*Garcor and MacponauD. 


EurkHREsIA. 
How fares my Catherine ? 
= | Copunninn, 
Oh! tis he! 'tis he! 
We meet to part no more, but whence this paleneſs! 


Ha! wounds that ſtream with blood, ah me! O earth: 
Doſt thou ſtill Deng me, ev'ry thing's inverted. 
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Fueraes A. 
Her brain is giddy and difturb'd with viſions, 
|  CaTHERINE, 


Euphreſia, Oh !---why art thou here. —But fay, 
Can this be earth. 0 then do I live — 


18 


0 yes; 


And may you reliſh many a happy day: 


Life ſprings apparent in each purple vein; 
Glows on your cheeks, and brightens all your aſpett, 
Sits in your lucid eye, and drinks the day 

Again into your ſoul.— 


£ CATHERINE. 


Alas! to what 

Am 1 reſerv'd! More blots muſt ſtain life's page, 

Blots daub'd on blanks, muſt make a worſe aban 
nothing; 


6% EDWIN ap CATHERINE. 
And that is life. But where's that ſhadow hunter ? 


' Withdrawn, my lovez he with his * 
gueſt, 
In deep diſcourſe, now walks the flanting vale ; 1 
As you reviv'd they faid they would retire 
To let you muſter up your ſcatter'd ſpirits. 


CATHERINE, 5 


Retir'd only to return more fierce : | 
As mountain waves ſent from the ſtormy deep, 
| Spent on the yielding ſand, recoil a little, 5 
Till bolder grown, again they heave their heads, 
 Enwreath'd in foam, impell'd by the rough rage 
Of proud, compelling tempeſts, blindly driven, 
They ſeek with ſterner frown, the wave-drench'd 
e 8 
And ſtrew with wrecks the loud reſounding ſhore! 


Pr 
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But, on my life, while here, they never fram'd 
A word concerning love. 


Even RESIA, 


—— Concerning love! 
| know the ſtory—and am deeply touch'd. 
Theſe tears beſpeak a partner of your woes: 
The womb of Time may yet bring forth a cure. 
Your Edwin lives, in triumph he returns, 
Well meriting the prize, the proffer'd gift, 
Made by our king, if he ſhould quell the Danes: 
A meſſenger but now hath brought the news 
Of ſucceſs, and the fleet's arrival; only 
Of him he knew not, but believ'd he ſtopt, 
To view Pomona's iſle, his father's once; 
And his, ere long, our gracious king deſigns it. 


CATHERINE. _ 
Heav'n guard the warrior in the depth of danger, 


Protect his innocence from every blaſt, 
8 
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Which 8 and Envy belch againſt him! 

Ve guardian angels, on ſome ſilver cloud, 

Tipt with refulgent gold, deſcend, deſcend, 
To hover round his ſolitary ſteps, 

And whiſper peace and conſolation to him! 
Make him your care! for, O tormenting doubts, 
And coward fears diſtract me! 


Furnnxsr4. \ 

| , 

| itn; my ine? ? l 

Cheer up and come away, you need repoſe, t 

A providence there is who fits enthron'd l 
Above this world, he laughs at haughty mortals; Ill » 
He ſees oppreſſed innocence with pity, 7 
Yet calmly waits, prepares an awful hoard | 


Of plagues, and judgments fraught with horrid wot 
Then when the day of His great vengeance comes 
He graſps the flaming bolt, and, like himſelf, 

Hurls it with fury on the daring rebel. 

Tho wicked men awhile may boaſt their pou N. 

In heav'n there reigns a righteous governor, 
Who can reſtrain, yea, ev'n o erturn their might 
Preſerve the innocent, reward th upright. 

End of the ſecond Act. 
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SCENE, The river fide. 


Enter M*Gxtco, ' 


There's ſomething ſeated in the human breaſt 
Which men call conſcience ; What it is I know not. 
Ambition, wealth, and martial fame have been 
The only volumes I've perus'd; and they 
Have never taught me of it: But I find 
It is ſome ſecret, ſubtle pow'r within, 
That riſes like the ghoſt of ev'ry action. 
et let the tim'rous, melancholy minds 
Afflict themſelves to pleaſe it; I'll go on 
In one inceſſant round of arduous deeds, 
Till vex'd, and wearied, it fink down to ſilenœ. 
M*Donald ſeeks my daughter, and to him 
| have betroth'd her. Now, ſhould he return 
Without the maid, his mighty ſoul would ſwell 
With hate, and pride indignant---- all his clan 2 
Like to himſelf, when heated by revenge, 
Are cruel, fierce, and crafty. I might ſoon 
Expect them pouring from their mountains, like 
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A band of hungry tygers. But ſhould he 
Enraptur'd lead away his willing prize, 
O! how I'd hug myſelf in wealth and pow'r 
That would accrue to Gregor s name for ever. 

[ Pavfng, 
That boy, whom loug I've dandled on the knees 
Ot warm indulgence, ruin'd hath my child! 
But now the peſt is gone. The fleet declares 
He left them, ſwell'd with arrogance, to view 
The Ifle renown'd by ſuch a hero's birth; _ 
But unacquainted with the fighting tides, - 
His bark whirl'd round, and to their diſtant view 
He ſunk, and periſh'd in the boiling wave, 

Now could I raze his image from her breaſt, 
All would be well. But, ah! Pm thwarted Rill, 
Euphreſia, Catherine's favourite, prime in council, 
Hates Lord Macdonald, and I know ſhe'll uſe 
Each argument to blaſt the Chieftain's fame. 

I would ſhe were annihilate; for, oh! 


A ſomething more incenſes me againſt her ; 

Her {latt'ry won my ſpouſe to ſuch a height, 
That when ſhe died, ſhe left her ſtore of gold, 

An annual hundred. Heav*ns ! I ſhall be ruin'd! 
If I ſhould kill her, conſcience then ſhou'd rack me. 


Je, 
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I muſt try ſomething. O that it were done! . 
As he goes off MACDONALD enters. 
Ma cDONALD. 
So, ſo—She ſwoon'd. O the deceit of women ! 
This well-feign'd illneſs, ſurely proves a Rival. 


But J have power, and arts, ſhall gull them all. 
This miſer's gold, and lands, ſhall ſoon be mine; 


So ſhall the frame, if not the mind of Catherine. 


But here's the Sire. To him 1 muſt deſſemble. 
Re. enter M GREGOR. 


P've ſought you, Sir, with news will glad your ear. 
My daughter's well, and ſhortly hopes to ſee you. 


Ma CcDONALD. 


Ihe tale delights me more than breeze cr ſtream 
Refreſh the weary hunter, faint, and ſcorch'd 
By Noon's too-potent blaze ; the hopes I have 
Of ſeeing her, the model of perfection, 
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The ſum, and center of my utmoſt wiſhes, 
Wakes every feeling to a feaſt of rapture, 
And paints a Heaven of happy joys before me. 


M*<Gxzrecos. 


Then be it ſo, my lord: I too whos wiſh it. 
would make this crazy fabric ſplit with j joy, 
To ſee my eve of life ſo richly glorious. 

The fun that lights this frame is far advanc' d, 

Is now declining, and muſt ſhortly fall; 
would make it ſmiling meet the cloud of death, : 


And beam a ſatisfactory refulgence ; 
To think the tender plant, I left behind, 


Had ſuch a warm, a noble ſun to nouriſh't. 
- MacDoNaALD. 


How ſhall I ſpeak my gratitude ; each word 

Were loſt in air, and only ſtain the theme. 

Let me be dumb, and in my looks pray read 

The title page of what is treaſur'd here. 

Long, long I've woo'd your Daughter, ſtill a coyncls, 
A deep-fetch'd figh—Sometimes a trickling tear 


T 


At light of you, might riſe and ſtand collected. 
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dhe trove to hide, 8 my belief, 
Of ſome more happy rival, far before me, 
Lod g'd deep in the receſſes of her heart. 


M. GREGOR. 


Ha! there he tries me; but he muſt not know it. 
n - Afide. 


MACDONALD. 


Her r friend Euphreſia told me half my fears. 
Oft had ſhe heard her wiſh, with anxious pray'r, 
She were in ſome wild deſart void of all culture, 
Where never had been printed foot of man, 


By ſome lone rock, or ſtream, unknown to ſong, 
Where night owls ſcream their wild diſorder d 


notes, 


To waſte her Wye; in ſolitude and ſorrow. 


Mis zcon. 


Talk not of that, my lord: Her Virgin Bluſhes, 
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Her baſhful, timorous youth ; your graver years 
The recollection of 4 life that's paſt, 
Where calm, ſmooth, harmleſs waves, | delightful 
roll'd; 
Together with the view you ſet before her, 
Of launching forth, on Wedlock's rougher fea, 
Where keener cares, and trials, ſwell the billows, | 
Might agitate her mind with fear, with hope, 2; 
| With love, anxiety, belief, miſtruſt. 
| " And theſe all blended, ſtriving each to . : 
C Might, from the general uproar and comfidtton, | * 
Dine, a 1 0 and even force a tear. = 


& © $4 © = 


"MacnoxALd. | | ml | 


Well, even ſuppoſing all you've ſaid w were true, ; 
As nought I doubt but youth has been poſſeſs d 1 
With ſuch emotions; yes, ſuch feveriſh paſſions 5 : 
Have oft ſhot forceful through the tender heart. 
But then Euphreſia—ah! her words diſtract me. 
In them there's ſurely ſomething lurking—what [ 
That paragon, that praiſe of evry tongue— 

To leave ſociety—forſake 2 Father— 
Abandon all her rope of youthful pleaſure, | 
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To the fell gnawing viper of deſpair! 
ſt is not nothing forces theſe reſolves, 


 M<Grxco: 


Indeed, my lord, you make me ſmile: Euphreſiaz 
What! credit her ? I really thought you'd known hers 
well remember what an active hand 
She play: dLagainft you in Ballerma's caſe, 
What black: iſon'd arts, what deep decelts, 
What hel malice, and infernal methods 
She taok to glut her curs'd, malicious pleaſure 
And blaſt your faireſt hopes, juſt in the bloom: 
Believe it, fir, I fully am perſuaded, 

This poor inſinuating creature ftirr'd 

Up all Ballerma's rage—yea, even was at 

The very bottom of the whole affair; 

And through her means ſhe drank the fatal bowl. 


; i 8 


O horror horror! What a thought is this! 
Ten thouſand furies kindle in my breaſt, - 
Like hungry vultures how they gnaw me here 
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Each fiercer than another !—all menacing 
A double vengeance on this curſed wretch ! 15 
O! my Ballerma !—fondly did I love thee , 
Until that ſtorm o'ertook me—(blaſt the thought!) 
Fermented as it ſeems by this baſe woman. 
But let the years that have already rolbd 
Their weary round, drench'd with my falling tears, 
Suffice to weep her exit. Come then, Rage, 
Aſſiſt me with thy darts - Come, fell Revenge, 
| Riſe from thy gloomy cavern, and bring Wrth 
Thy blackeſt filth — Thy deep, thy lurking wrath, 
Thy heat of ills—Thy complicated vengeance ! | 


And, O diſcharge it on this ſmiling ferpent! | - 
x fear I've gone too far — LAſid. 


Not quite ſo hot, 
My lord: the paſſions now are up in arms— 
When ungovern'd by reaſon, how they foam, 
And with tumultuous ſurges fweep the ſoul 
Of every calmer virtue Tho' T hate her 
For many laudable, important reaſons ; 
Tho? for that deed, ſhe, in the eye of juſtice, || 


2 


Doth merit your ſwell'd rage; yet, my good lord, 
I would not have the meddling world to ſay, 

My ſon-in-law ſo publicly deſtroy'd her, 

A way more private, yea, more ſafe, muſt do it. 


MACDONALD. 


How can you blame my paſſions—Every heart 


That knows the leaſt of feeling, may behold + 
Me rach d, and tortur'd, by a triple cord ! 


The recollection of the fair Ballerma, _ 


The horrid means by which you fay-I loſt her, 
And that ſame curſed means, the oppoſition 
Between your daughter, and my love—all theſe, 
Now ftruggling, rend my very frame with grief, 
With hate, with love, and ſpreads a dreary waſte, 
An awful waſte of ruin through the ſoul. 


MGREGOR. 


My lord is furious, ſuch a heat may lead him 
To deeds of deſperation O that Conſcience: 
c [ 4/ade. 
What if ſhe now repent her former folly, 


And no more meddle with your love affairs? 


MACDONALD, ; 

Tho I am cols'd with wild Aiſraging 3 
Yet let me never perpetrate a crime, 
Which my ſwell d mind ſhall think N it—No: 
If ſhe don't embarraſs. me, and -Rilliry ++ 
To fruſtrate my great hopes, and generous aims, 
This ſword ſhall ne er be ſtain d with ſuchꝶ ide blood 
But if ſhe does, ye powers l have merey on er! 
My rage ſhall break al unn ** ev*n virtue. 
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Now whep the. angry pra fubſide ee 
My thoughts ſuggeſt to 8 du is a rival: 
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But yonder walks the miſtreſs of your heart, . 
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us but ſuſpicion : - 
You know that i is no proof—And if ſome ſwain, 
Incapable of love, has caught the heart 
Of my poor child, yet fare the name, Macdonald, 
Of lord Macdonald, would make him ſhiver, ſhrink, 
Yea, totter, tumble from his hopes, and Fan 1 
ny -- ſetting ſun three other times 
prace diurnal, I hall hope 
To ſee the full-feuition of my wiſhes.” 


A tranquil ſmile diffuſes through her face, 
There's hope in that; mark what a gaiety 
Appears in every geſture: ſure ſhe brings, 

Her heart, plac'd on her hand, to give it you. 

O the joys an old man feels to have 

His mind fulfill'a ! to ſee a child's obedience! 
To know them happy, and'behold them flouriſh; 
My heart anticipates ſuch rare delights, 
Makes youth rekindle, makes me quite forget 


Theſe nt enn ay cn m - 2 


And kither bends her quick'ned ſtep 3 go meet her, A 


— 
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uu now retire, my lord, and wiſh you ſucceſs. _ 
[Exit M GREGOR. 


MAcDONALD. 


Amen, Amen. 
ien. my flutt' ring heart 
Away, ye freezing damps, that clog my ſpirits! 
Come, gentle love, in every winning form, 
Array me with thy ſoft reſiſtleſs charms. 


Leet eloquence divine flow from my nge 


Perfume my breath with ev'ry morning ſweet, 
And let my kiſſes, fall like dew on roſes. 

Give me the depth of thy enchanting art, 

That I may gain this fair, this haughty dame, 

That hath enthrall'd my ſoul-I muſt enjoy her. 

No rival eber ſhall triumph o'er Macdonald. 

O cruel jealouſy! thrice barbed dart, 

How deeply doſt thou ſtab me—galling thought 

Shall I a ſecond time be robb'd of honour, 

By unſubſtantial phantoms like the firſt! 

No —not a mortal ever ſhall. —Tho' he 
Should be a ſecohl Fingal, this bold arm, 
Aſſiſted by my faithful friend, this ſword, 
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Would at the hated ſight- fly at his heart, 
And like the light'ning blaſt him to confuſion— 
But ſoft, ſhe comes how unprepar'd to meet er. 
SCENE. 
LokD MACDONALD meeting CATHERINE, 


| * 1 MAcboNAL D. 


Pour ſervant, madam may I ſtand excus'd, 
| For interrupting thus your muſing walk---- | 


: ' Caruznine, 
O yes, my lord. The man my father makes 
His welcome gueſt, has ſurely right to rove, 


By grove, or ſtream of his where'er he will. 


__ MacpoNald 


Thy words were ever kind e- Tour flave for 
Ever. | | 


x $2 EDWIN axp CATHERINE: | 
| b CATHERINE. 
A ſavei Ldead drags out A © dike 16 
A ling' ring mis ry, not ordain'd by Heaven. 
O then let me evade a thought ſo baſe 
Mac DON AL D. 


A flavery conſtrain'd, I own is hard; _ 
But when 'tis voluntary, O how pleaſing! He 


_ Carns RINE. 


Nay, view it as you will, it throws contempt 


On the Creator of both ſlave and maſter. 
I want none, Sir: I thank you for your offer. 


2 MACDONALD: 


O then permit me, madam—while I j joy 
With joy that's inexpreſſible to ſee 
You flouriſh yet ain in health, and beauty; 
Permit me once, to call myſelf by that 
More ſoft, more tender, ſmooth, familiar name; 
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The name of a ſincere, unalter'd Lover. 
CATHERINE: 


Indeed, my lord, that name is rarely found 
In this degenerate world, this mixed ſtate, 
Where nothing but viciſſitudes await. 
is true, it may diſplay ſome power, 

May operate with warm, yet quiv'ring feelings, 
But more advanced, grave, diſcerning age, 
dees through the flutt'ring paſſion, and can never 
Once cheriſh free, diſintereſted love. 


MacpoNALp. 


'Tis true the heart of man is often ſet, 
In oppoſition to the will of Heaven; 
But 1 have none; you've ſtole it as it was. 
When firſt I ſaw you, ſome reſiſtleſs power 
Flew like a comet through my trembling fabric, 
Through my bones, the marrow felt its force, 
My blood turn'd feveriſh, all my frame was ſhook, 
With ſuch an inward earthquake, that I thought 
My body would be ſhiver'd; ſoon the eſſence, 

T 
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The very eſſence of my heart flew to you, 

And left a blank behind! filled only up 

With an inceſſant flame of ſtrong deſires. 

With anxious thoughts, with longing inclinations; 
With ſoft emotions, fometimes young-eye'd Hope 
Gleam'd through the gloom of the perplexing maze, 
Aided with wonder, mounted to my eyes, | 
And bade them gaze on you—but ſoon 3 Fear 
Enfu'd, and left me quite a ſtranger to 

The balm of reſt.— Then tell me, derdtgeg 8 
Can all this uproar ſpring from feigned leve? 


CATHERINE: 


If I might judge à man by what he ſays, 
Or by appearances, then I'd pronounce 
Lou quite a ſtranger in the ſchool of love; 

Your flame you have endeavout'd to paint, 
Scarce burns at all, fo hemmed in, ſo cheak d, 
With tainted, ſmoky, dark impure deſires. 

A true, ſineere, diſintereſted love, 

Spreads no fuch havoc through the ſoul ; its rays 
Are of a heay*nly origin, ſent forth 
In enianations from the glorious Source, 
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To cheer a darken'd world: Its motions all 


Are gentle, and unclouded, working up 
The feeling heart to generous deeds of yirtue. 


What ſhall I fay to move thee—Witneſs, thou 
Bright ſun, that ſinks in yonder ruddy weſt, 
How many times thou'ſt left me, dark, , immers'd, 
In all the labyrinth of working love! 

Pale night, that ſoon ſhall ſhade yon caſtern ky, N 
Be thou my witneſs too: oft haſt thou ſeen 
Macdonald toſſed on his couch, of reſt 


Deprived for this maid. Be witneſs, Heav'n! 


That Knows the thoughts e ere they be form'd in 
words, 

Did e'er that river, murm ring o'er the fads. 

Flow with more conſtant ſtream, than did my love, 

My ſcorned love, flow out to haughty Catherine. 


CATHERINE, 


| 0 woman! woman 1 ah, how frail art thou, | 
Oft haſt thou fallen a victim to the art 
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Of ſuch irreg lar ſpeeches unſearch'd out : 
Oft, when it was too late, thou to thy coſt 
Haſt found that all their languiſhin g, their fights, 
Their vows, their pray” rs, and oaths, were only like 
The painted colours in the watery bow, 
Or apples, nodding o'er the lake Aſphaltes. 
But now, Macdonald, trouble me no more: : 
My heart is fd, unalterably fix'd, 
Nor ſhalt thou ever raze it. Keep ty _ 
Thy boaſted power and grandeur ; Ley thy heart, 
Give it to ſome more eaſy fooled maid; 
For I diſdain t. On ſeeing thee at firſt, 
With ſeveral other incidents that ruſh'd 
Upon n me ſuddenly—my woman heart 
Sunk in me, and I ſwoon'd. away—But now 
I am prepar'd for all thy guilful : arts. 
A ſecret ſomething rouſes me to virtue, 
And dares the very face of f guilt to burt me. 


| MacDoNaALD. 


CY 


Ha! what! ſo an ſo young, fo bold! 
Tis wondrous! yet little as thou think'ſt 
know of love, | ſee thy cunning here; ; 
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See all the ſerpent in thee—woman-like | 
Thou deck'ſt thyfelf with ſuch diflembling me 

As paſſes oft for virtue.—But I ſee 
Through all that painted cloke—I plainly find, 
That my ſuſpicions have been firmly grounded: * 


| Some curſt, inſinuating rival has 


Stirr'd all this girliſh fury— 


How I've lov'd 


My ſelf away into diftraQtion l- yet, 


8 1 +> all for nothing But, thou proud, 
Triumphing dame, remember now thy mays” | 


Thy father gives thee to me > —ſpite of all 
The world, and of thyſelf—Then ſurely thou 


Muſt reverence him.— 


CATHERINE. 


Thave-and ſurely will, 
As far as Heav' n, and my own conſcience bid. 
But any farther ( mark me) would be guilt: 

If I muſt fall a victim to the rage 


Ok diſappointed avarice, then, O! 


Hear me, Thou great Protector! to thy care 


I truſt this lump of clay. Should I be ford 
To leave my father's houſe, tho' I ſhould roam 


EDWIN AvD CATHERINE. 


* 
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An unknown fugitive, exil'd from men, 
If Thou art with me, I ſhall ſtil be bleſt. 


| MacponalD. 


Talk not of that, my charming fair ! but hear me, 
CATHERINE, 


Pd talk with murm'ring ſtreams, with ſighing gales, 
And echoing rocks, to far, far better purpoſe ; 

Than with a mean, inſulting wretch like thee ; 

I'd ſee the Deity in all the former, 

While in the latter, nothing but the marks 

Of rankeſt guilt, . 


Ma DONALD. 


——Nay, now thou art too rude, 
One ſweet embrace of love, you call'd ſo gentle, 


Will huſh all this—Come then, my witching angel. 
Le to embrace her, 
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 Off—off! thou monſter—aſſiſt me, heaven! 
Elſe I'm undone — thy vows are binding on me. 


Mebönikb, Staggering backwards. 


| Talk thou of vows? of tortures rather—Oh! 
My heart will burſt with rage, my blood inflam'd—- 
Quick iy t to whom, , elle I ſhall ſwear tis falſe. 


Carnrnmr. | 


What ! for thy pleaſure kill the man 1 love! 

I might as well ſet the unthinking lamb 
Within the famiſh*d Wolf's fell paw —tho' he | 
Would frown thy boaſted valout to confuſion ; * 

Yet ſure thy villany would ſtop at nought, 
No latent ſnare, nor trap, that hell could lay. 
Would rob him of his life ! No, thou vain boaſter, 
As ſoon thy rage ſhall rend yon lucid ſky, 
As thou ſhalt tear his name from my weak breaſt. 
S0 do thy worlt, a Pow'r there is who makes 
The hapleſs wretched his peculiar care. [Going of: 
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MACDONALD. catching bold 2 her. 
Nay, lince it is ſo 


ä Caras RINE. 
— [ff, infernal fiend ! 
— MacponaLD.. 


By all my fruſtrated hopes, thy oppolitian 
Whets every dart of love, ſtirs up deſire, 
Adds freſher fuel to the flames—unlike 
The love that lan guiſhes through eaſy conqueſt. 
In ſpite of fate, PII quaff a ſea of pleaſure; 
Il quench my raging fever—tho' I loſe 
The trifle honour :; let it go—my ſoul 

Shall loſe itſelf i in extacy of bliſs. 


1 


| Help---Gracious Heaven! preſerve me from this | 
madman ! 


REYNALDO ruſhes i in, preſenting a ſpear 10 Macpo- 
NALD. 


| Hold! had | inhuman raviſher !----forego 
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Thy helpleſs prey- or elſe this quiv'ring ſword 
Shall quench its thirſt in thy falſe boſom's blood. 


MACDONALD: 


Confuſion [..Galling mockery 2 1 braw'd 
By ſuch a ſtripling Boy !-----. 


CATHERINE: 


-0 mercy, Heaven! 
Be not ſo raſh, * I conjure thee, 

By all my feelings now, to drop thy ſword. 

f thou perſiſt, the iſſue muſt be death, 

To one or both—O! let it ne'er be ſaid; 

A brother, or ev'n a Villain, dy'd for me: 


; MH Heav'n calls to me its inſtrument in this, 
To me it juſtly cries for double vengeance 
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Hold, furious youth !---thou know'ſt not where 
thou ſtand'ſt: 
Like ſome weak Gypſie Child, thou braut . 
Ala, 

As thou could'ſt conquer men. ve ſuffer d mud 
From thy unpoliſh'd tongue, thy fruitleſs ſcorn, 
Thy daring, low bred 1inſolence.---But, what! 
I'd forfeit honour, to engage with thee; 
My blaſted fame would tell I flew a child, 
Elſe ſoon this ſword ſhould ſhiver thee to atoms, 


REYNALDO. 


Come, no evaſions of thy cowardice. 

Tho? I be young, and little ſkill'd in arms, 
Yet if thou art a man like what thou ſayeſt, 
[dare thee to the trial---Shameleſs wretch! 
Thus to inſult, a poor, weak, helpleſs Woman ! 

I heard her {hricking, and I came to fave 
Her from thy fell inhuman grip---No more. 
I came in perſon to protect the rights 
Of my dear friend, her love, the faithful Edwin: 


— = — — 


Ke 


Ch 
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Ha Edwin, ws thou? 1 erden — 
1 racks! — | 
What !—he ? impoſſible! the orphan Boy!— 
Is he my rival, he the curſed cauſe | 
Of all my diſappointment—all my woes! 
Shall he enjoy my Catherine ?—Never—never ! 
Tis falſe, Vile flave! thou Iy'Rt.--.--- 


CATHERINE, f REYNALDO. 


—Oh! torture,---torture! 
How could'ſt thou name him !--.Oh he is undone. 


REYNALDO. 


No: truſt in Heav'n, my Siſter. While I have 
One drop of blood remaining I'm his friend. 
[To MACDONALD. 
Yes, traitor! he's thy rival, I thy foe. 
One look of him, amid his blaze of virtues, 
Would flaſh intolerable light upon thee : 
Would dazzle thee to ee, fink thee down | 
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Jo endleſs night, and everlaſting woe, 

With all thy greatnels-.-all thy guilt about thee, 
But he's not here, behold me in his room, 95 
Tho' far inferior, yet thy opponent: 

call to mind the ſtab thou gav'ſt my heart 
Not long ago---Thou told'ſt me my regard 

Was ſhallow to my ſiſter. And thou gav'ſt 

Me now the lie; a ſling ſent farther home; 

But this my abel honour; theſe thy vile 
Opprobrious taunts, inflame me now to vengeance, 
Have at thy life 


MACDONALD. 


I ſhake with hot impatience! 
Here's then to cruſh thee, miſcreant ! to a nothing 
| T hey engage. 


M*GrtcoR, * 


What! What's the matter? whence this hide 
ous uproar? 

Hold, hold, raſh Boy ! it is thy "0 commands * 

Nor dare to ſtir. - leſt I my years ſhould ſhame, 


C. 


ee, 
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Left I ſhould ſtain my hoary head with murder, 


[ T hey drop their Ju 
To MaCbONALD. 


Whence all this wrath, my lord ? why do you gnaw 


Your quiv't ring lip ? mw do you — ſo wildly : ? 
Ca THERINE, 


On me---on me--- O Father! be the wrong, 


J am the caule, ſole cauſe of all this woe: 


And had you not in this fame criſis come, 
A dreadful carnage ſoon had ſtruck your ſight, 


Too ſhocking for humanity---the graſs 


Had ſoon been dy'd with hot vermilion gore; 


Theſe groves, ſo long thought facred, had become 


The haunt of frightful ſpectres, angry ſhades, 
Pale, ſtern, grim viſage . ; to ſweep along 


The doleful gloom : Ah me! the cold ſweat breaks! 


O wretched Catherine! Fate has cary'd thee out 
A life of rugged forrow---and, I fer, 


A ſudden, ſhameful, miſerable death. 
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M.GRBSOR. 


Hence with thy dark predictions, Child l- away. 
Thou clouds thyſelf with needleſs melancholy. 
Pm much miſtaken if my lord would ſtoop, 

Todo a deed beneath him, unprovok d, 

By thy inſulting tongue. 


[To REYNALDo, 


REVNALDO. 


—Miſtaken truly. 
Here 1 mall ſoon con vince 


MGREGOR. 


——Not, not: a word. 
Thy face explains thy guilt.— 


RELINALDO. 


WT Is juſtice then 
Not to be found on earth? Too true ! find. 
Where ſhall it lodge, fince in a father's breaſt 
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Towards an only fon it finds no harbour. 
This way, my ſiſter. There's a Greater Judge, 
Ere long ſhall rectify miſdeeds below. 


CarRERINE. 


Could I believe they thus were leagu'd together! 
5 [ Exit RENAL DO and CATHERINE. 


M-GREOOR. 
How am I torn with different pangs! My lord, 
Your eyes like meteors glare, they roll, they flaſh, 


As if they'd quit their orbs : What is the cauſe ? 


MacponaLlD. 


That Boy that Boy—that curs'd, that med- 
dling Boy, ! 
Your daughter's obſtinacy to my love, 
Theſe the provoking cauſe, theſe leagy'd im one, 
Blew at both ſides, the fire of rage, till up; 
In ſpite of reaſon, burſt the flame, and held 
My honour, virtue, all myſelf a prey. 
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el my lord, Im forc'd to ſay you” 're raſh, 
Reynaldo muſt be tam'd. But be aſſur'd 
Euphreſia ſtirs the heat; oft has ſhe urg'd 
My daughter's ſcorn, by tales I ſwore were falſe. 


MAcboNALD. 
O vengeance! vengeance 
M' GREGOR. 


—Huſh! here comes a man, 
He ſeems in haſte... DIST IE CT 


Enter BRYNA. 
BRVNA 70 M<GREGOR, 


_ -----My lord, a meſſenger, 
Juſt from the king, demands your private ear. 
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* 


M*<GREGOR, 


What! 3 the Ang 8 


* 


BRYNA. 
— He is, my lord.— 
MG REGOR, 


 ---.*Tis ttravge! 
Well, go inform him, 1 ſhall ſoon attend, 


With duteous j Joy to hear my ſov'reign's will. 

[ Exit B&YNAs 
What may this mean ? I muſt away to know it. 
Now, my good lord, the ev'ning air is chill; 

Moiſt with the falling dews it bids you reſt. 

Let exil'd reaſon to her throne return, 

To diſſipate the ſullen ſhades that cloud, 

And preſs your drooping ſoul. The power of ſleep 

Will calm the turbulence of paſſions in you, 
Diffuſe a tranquil ſweetneſs through your 


mind; 
Like waking morn, you ſhall ariſc reſin'd, 


V 
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| / Lull'd, charm'd, inſpir'd with ſweets where's: 
you rove, 5 | 
You'll be prepar'd with every art of love; 
| [ Exit 


End of the third Act. 


” 


vil. 
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ACT iV. 


SCENE, The Garden belonging to LoxD MGRE- 


GOR'S houſe. 
Enter CATHERINE, 


The bluſhing morn is ſoon arriv'd; *tis but 

A few blank dreams, and gloomy night's no more : 
Hail, lovely dawn! hail, to thy train of ſweets! 
From yon far diſtant, eaſtern verge thou gleam'ſt; 
Soft breaking farther on the purple air! 1 
A milky float the ſtarry plains all o'er, 

Whoſe ſilver orbs have quite forgot to glow, 
Now, rivall'd by the approaching Lord of light, 
Le walks, impearl'd with lucid globes of dew; 
Ye flow'ry lawns, that to the gentle gale 

Aﬀord perfumes; ye wild ſurrounding woods, 
Made vocal by your warbling tenants, hai! 


Give me what you afford to all around, 
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One cheering ſmile to my benighted ſoul | 
Such awful dreams I've had, that ſcarce your power, 
Or ſweetneſs, can efface them. O my Edwin! 


Enter EUrHRE SIA. 


Euphreſia! why ſo early from thy couch? 
Thou ſeem'ſt diſorder'd? Has thy reſt been good! 


EUPHRESIA, 
Les, madam, I have flept, but I've had dreams, 
CATHERINE. 


What dreams ? Euphreſia, tell me. I have dreamed 
Perhaps they may be one, or near related. 


EUPHRESIA. 
Methought upon a flow'ry bank we fat, 


Wreathing freſh garlands, talking of your Edwin, 
The weſtern breezes, ruſtling through the leaves, 


The ſtreams, caſcades, the melody of birds, 


n'd, 


55 


' You do behold me here. 
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Together with our ardent ſweet diſcourſe, 4 
Made us quite deaf to the fell hiſſing ſerpent, * 


Which lay conceal'd behind me in a buſh 


Of faireſt roſes; loos' ning from its folds, 
Upſprung the reptile curs'd! I chanc'd to ſtoop, 
It miſs'd me: but on your fair ſnowy breaſt 
Fix'd its envenomed ſting. You ſhricking fell. 


I faw it laſh your boſom with its tail. 


The clammy poiſon, ſtreaming from the wound, 
Sudden a radiant, godlike form appear'd ; 


In one united blaze of glories clad. 


'Twas Edwin's; who with more than mortal pow'r 


Lou from deſtruction ſav'd, and cruſh'd the viper. 
My fancy, ſtrain'd and agitated thus, 


Awoke me, where, with trembling dread, I lay 
Till in the eaſt the purple morn appear'd, 
Then roſe to ſhake the image from my mind, 
By taſting the freſh vernal air, and now 


CATHERINE. 


-==oo-o A].knowing pow'r ! 
Who only ſces and rules the varied ways 
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Of dark unerring fate, to thee I leave 

The whole event, for now a gleam of hope 
Strikes from afar athwart the trackleſs gloom, 
And lifts my ſinking ſoul to truſt in thee, 


EUPHRESIA., 


There, there alone th' afflicted find repoſe. 
There Innocence, toſt in the ſtorms of life, 
May fix her anchor, and have nought to fear, 
But ſure you ſaid you dream'd 8 


CATHERINE, 


----------| did, my friend, 
And ſhall reveal it to no ear but thine. 
Toward the morning I believe it was, 
Imagination rear'd her ſluggiſh head; 

Leap'd up, emerging from the dark profound, 
And led me to the lonely Northern cliff, 
That bangs, projecting o'er the angry ſurge, 
Its ſtubborn ſides beat with the billow foam, 

I fat me down upon the craggy beach, 


To ruminate my hard, unkindly fate. 
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Okt, oft I caſt an anxious, longing took 

O'er the broad ocean for my lovely Edwin, 
And ſoon methought his bark appear'd, drove on 
By the careering winds, and furious tide, 

With ſuch velocity, that ſoon, I thought, 

It would be ſhiver'd *gainſt the rock I fat on. 
"Tween fear and hope my flutt'ring heart was toſs'd 
As faſt as he: But ſoon his ſhattered ſail 

Swift run beneath the cliff, and ere I could 
Pronounce his name, a ſecret hand behind, 

Quick puſh'd me headlong o'er the precipice; 
When he whom then I thought beneath the wave, 
Spread wide his arms, and ſhielded me from danger, 
But cruel ſleep forſook me in that hour, 

When well I could have wiſh'd its power for ever. 


EUPHRESIA. 


I think it nearly does reſemble mine. 
But, ah! tis dark ſhrouded in myſtic gloom. 
Wh how Im chill'd with fear ſome latent toe, 
Amid the thick condenſing darkneſs lies, 
Waiting the time to tear his helpleſs prey, 
Tho? ſure they both portend a happy iſſue, 


rr; 
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A quick, and final end of all our fears. 

Have you not ſhortly heard from him you love, 
For whom you live; in whom your life is treaſur'd, 
For whom you ſtand the howling blaſts of grief, 
For whom you brave a ſtormy ſea of ſorrow ? - 

I wonder at his ſtay : how could he do it? 
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O touch not harſhly his beloved name! 

I know he loves me as he loves his ſoul. 

In ſympathy to me, he pains himſelf 

With the acute, tormenting pangs of abſence ; 
Thinking our meeting joys ſhall pay for all: 
Conſcious of my ſtern father's frowns he waits. 
O how the dear idea warms my breaſt ! 

By ſome rough rock, or poplar pale he leans, 
Revolving many a tender thought of love; 
Waiting, I ſay, my anſwer to his letter, 
Which I laſt evening did with joy receive. 


EUPHRESIA. 


A letter, fay you! O tranſporting news! 
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{fi pat en len 
Deign, noble friend! to tell me the particulars; 


- 


__ Carnerineg 
To thee, Euphreſia, I'll unboſom̃ all, 


My friend, my counſellor! to thee I have 
Rntruſted much, nor ever found thee falſe. 


[ Feels * the leiter: 
EurhxrslA. 


| Nor never ſhall: Even racks and tort'ring wheels : 
Shall ne'er be able to extort it from me. 


-CATHERINE:s 
O foul miſchance! I have it not 
 EUPHRESIAL 


Hal loſt? 
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Carnentions | ifs ps 1277 Wy 


1 muſt be in ys a e Stay, Euphrefid/« 
[ Runs of in bafie 


EupHRESstA alone. 


When I'm diſtreſs d, what then muſt Catherine 
„ NNE - + t 

O adverſe fate! when wilt thou ceaſe to chaſe 
Unhappy mortals! O deluſi ve Pleaſure! 
In gaudy painted robes, thou flutter'ſt near, 
But when we graſp thee, we have leſs than nothing! 
Like the wan, wint'ry ſun, mong driving clouds, 
Thou gleam'ſt a moment, but like him foretels 
The rattling ſtorms approaching—lf this letter 
Be in Macdonald's hands, then, gracious Heavy n 
Preſerve from harm the poor devoted FR 


Re-enter CATHERINE. 
Tis gone! 'tis gone! O e worthlels 


Catharine ; 
Unworthy of a valiant Hero's love! 
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What haft thou done to him, the flower of youths, 
The glory of an hoſt ! the choice of men 
The brave, the gallan t, generous, noble Edwin! 

. Given up his life: he is, he is betray d! 


EUPHRESIA. 


e Madam; I web your fears: The chief has found i . 


Say, am I right! — 
CATHERINE» 
9 WY —— As yet I have not learn d., 
b But I believe it ſo. O much I fear SM 


The tyger has him now. Away, my friend, 

Swift as the arrow from the wieldy bow, 

To yon thick fatal grove, where I laſt night 

Had near been rabb'd of honour, and a Brother. 


EUuRHRESIA. 


[3 O what 18 this Peers 4 
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Wannen os Riad $0287 


ALS be time — KD 
Search every copſe. I think I dropt it there. 
If you don't find it, I'm compleatly wretched ! 
A flinty hearted fire commands my e 
4 muſt e 


 EUPHRESIA. 


-----[ruſt me, 111 die to ſerve you. 
| {Exit ſeveraly. 


-M SCENE, A Crove. NR ow 


MACDONALD alone. 
How Im tormented : Love, TY anguiſh, 
wrath, 

Prey on my ſoul, as they would tear 't to pieces. 
No reſt I've had. Even roſy-colour'd Morn p 
That laviſhes abroad her balmy fweets, 
Rolls only ſtronger floods of poiſon on me. 
Pm denen d. I'm rivalbd, ſpurn' d, and diſappointed 


d! 
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- My heart's a ſtranger to the calm of virtue. 


Come then, infernal furies, fill wy breaſt! 
Chd in blew ſulphur, vomit ſtreams of fire, 
To ſtrike the man who ſhall oppoſe Macdonald. 
1 muſt, I ſhall enjoy this maid; if not, 


Ju feaſt myfelt with the rough joys of en 


Could [ but know the den of this fond rival, 
d frown him to deſtruction.— What] a letter! 
What can it be? To Catherine—Thank my ſtars; 


Perhaps yon Edwin. Come, I ſoon ſhall ſee. _ 


[ Breaks open the letter. 

The fame preſumptous varlet—Now I have thee— 
% Pomona's Iſle—the lonely Hermit's hut.“ 
That place indeed well ſuits a ſculking thief. 

[Reads again. 
Such curſed fuf—What ! this ?—To force -her 

from me, 

My lawful ſpouſe! my dear betrothed bride! 
Boaſt not fo faſt of power; for tho' thou ſhould'ſt 


Be Lord of great Pomona's Ifle : Nay more, 


Tho now thou wert Sov' reign of the maſſy globe, 

Thy throne amid the ſtars, 1'd tear thee down, 

And daſh the ſparkling gems, and thee to rubbiſh, 
e | [ Reads again, 
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ce But three days hence”—Boaſter, I'll read no more: 
So thy "On heart ſhall be in pieces torn. 
[ Tear the letter, 
| Talking ab e in a a diferdered manner. 
Who' s yon that comes ſo faſt ? Euphreſia ſurely. 
Let me now end that life ich tortures mine, 


Loot about, 
But ds 8 Ca my en ſtars! 


Beneath this leafy copſe I'll he conceal'd , 
To hear what paſles.------— _ r 


Enier . and EUPHRESIA meeting. 
n rico wok 
| eee Why this haſte, my love? 

EUPHRESIA, | 
The letter! 0 the letter! ſent from Edwin, 
Catherine has dropt it, Mercy, Heaven What! 


this? 
So torn in pieces 


[Takes up ane of the PIECES. 
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| An! ns Edwin's name. 
Our fears were juſt : Macdonald deen Here: 
Poor youth, thy life's at ſtake! we all are ruin'd! 


REYNALDO. 


The wretch has not been ſeen by me to-day, | 
But while this arm can wield a truſty blade, 
My ſiſter ne'er ſhall come beneath his roof. 

A bigher power ſhall ſtill take care of Edwin. 


EUPHRESIA. 


My ſtrength is ſmall, but women have their arts. 
Believe me, not a ſcheme ſhall be untry'd 
To fruſtrate this vile monſterꝰ's black deſign. 
I never loved him, but now hate him more 
Than all the race of men. Forgive me, Heaven! 
Laſt eve this grove beheld a diſmal ſcene, 


He the ole cauſe of all: But ſay how was it? 
F „ 


REVNAL DO. 


Oft that hereaſter: that would ſhock thine ear 
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To hear it now! I have a ſofter tale. 

Pardon my fondneſs, O forgive my love! 

At ſight of thee it breaks the gloom of woe, - 

Drives back the clouds, and ""_ with lucid bright: 
neſs | 


All Nature, ſmiling round, invites to love. 


May we, in ſweet diſcourſe, not. ſpend one hour 1 
Renew the tender flame within thy breaſt, 


And fix the day, the glorious, wiſh'd-for ww" 
When poor Reynaldo ſhall be tally happy? 


EUPHRESIA. | 


Thou know'ft my heart: oſs O how can't thou 


urge 
A thought of love, when "SO is butt ting kd wat 


And ſhould thy fire once know, his rage would riſe, 


And to the ſavage world drive out Euphreſia, 
An outcaſt, ha poor, * — 


Harn ALDO. 


My fire's domain, ſo fair, and vaſtly wide, 
Got half its glory by his ſpouſe that bore me, 


of » 7 - » RE... wu 


— 


* 


nr Are ? 
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A plentiful eſtate as mine I claim, 0 | 

She with her dying breath bequeath'd i it to me. 

$o let 2 father mur mur, frown, and rage, 

Be thou but mine, and From his power dread no- 


| EURHRESIA, | 
Soon as the ev ning mantles o'er the ſky, ; 
In this ſame bower I'll meet thee! Now I muſt 
9 to foothe my friend, Dy ſiſter's grief. 


1 


My heart exults with joy! thy kindneſs arms 


Me with new ſtrength, ſhall brave - 4 world of ter 


rors: 
Lead on, let me aſſiſt 47 generous . 
Lo raiſe a ſinking maid, and fave a lover. 
[Exit REYNALDO and EUPHRESIA. 


MacpoNALD, riſing and comimg forward. 


With what philoſophy I've mann'd myfelf! 
Aa 


2 
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They ſay I'm furious: : But let Hear n point out, 

Beneath her azure cope, a fingle man, 

Who could have heard] what I. have, and bern 
ſilent. 

But now I know | it all. Unthinking creatures ! 

Tho? you, your ſchemes, your arts, and ond c be 
plac dd 

As barriers in my way, they only a are | 

As lender cobwebs to the great Macdonald. 

His ſingle nod ſhall to earth's centre fink them. 

Some hungry, grim, voracious demon, Kill'd 

In blackeſt arts, ariſe, bring to my brain | 

Your beſt i inventions, red with flaming terror | 

This night! this coming night ! ſuch ſcenes ſhall ſee 

As ſhall make Nature ſhudder, ſtop her courſe, 

The ſtars grow pale and ſtare at one another 

Let me not loſe a moment. Firſt, the rival 

Shall 1 feel my pow” .— . 


[ Exit, 


t 
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FI Gig whit s ) FL Tus Þ By 
'SCENE, The Ball. 
2 M*Gnxcon alone RH 4912 


What mal 1 wake of this? * 


| How am I troubled with confficting paffions? 


Is Edwin grown the Lord of great Pomona ? 


It ſeems tis true, our king deſigns't. Alas! 


How was I blinded, to betrothe my child 
To one ſhe did not love, while here's a match, 
Of her own chuſing, that now ſeems ſuperior! 


But, oh! tis paſt ; *tis over ; ſeal'd'and done; 4 


How weak is human foreſight ! Tin heat 
Have ſwore by the great Ruler of the ſky, 


That to his ds woes, ”_ chief ſhall bear her. 


Come, loc it is i I can ſoar 3 it: 


Ambition ſees freſh glories riſe. - This king, 

This ſtripling king of ours, I do not like him. 

My lord and J are head of different clans ; 

Theſe, join'd in one, ſhall force him from bis 
throne, 


And to myſelf reſtore a glorious crown, 

That once encircled the majeſtic heads 

Of my forefathers. How the thought delights me! 

The generous man has often {aid he'd help me 

To gain my right, if I'd but give him Catherine, 
Well he ſhall have er. O!] could I but live 

I0o ſee myſelf thus rais d, then I'd dic happy ! 


The world could ſay M*Gregot was a ** 
But here he comes — 


Enter MAcDoxALD: 


3 to your lordſhip. 
Lou look more gay than when I aw you laſt. 
Have your from Catherine ſtole a balmy kiſs ? 
Has ſhe, like wax before the fire, diffolv'd 
Within your ſoft embrace this morning? 


MACDONALD. 


Were't ſo, then 1 would be blefs'd ! but t hure you 
know 


It is quite contrary ; how can you jeer me. 


r 


ie 4 
on ec | 


I never meant it. Sure my daughter loves you; ; 
She only wants to try her maiden power. | 
ve heard her chide Euphreſia, yea her brother, 
For ſpeaking lightly of you, and declare 
You were a man, free, generous, and deſerving⸗ 


MACDONALD. 


My worthy lord, I've wnogot mach to tell you ; 
Important ſubjects, that concern your welfare; 
They'll raiſe 6 your would, and perhaps your wrath, 


 MGzzcon. 


I want your counſel and affiſtance too, 
In an affair of as great weight and moment. 
We'll leave my Daughter to her meditation, 

To think on what I've told her; and, as ſoon 
As time permits, we ſhall reſume the ſubject. 
. 


190 EDWIN any CATHERINE; 1 


The SCENE changes to a Cliff on the Share of P. 
una, re, Edwin feated — it, who Sin ings 


Ye powers, who o'er r theſe waves s preſide, 
Aſſwage their diſmal roar, | 

And poor bewilder'd Edwin guide 

Safe to the wiſh'd-for ſhore ; © bir”; 

Fatigu'd with danger, toils unkind, 

That flock in war's alarms, - 

There let me ſweet compoſure find 

In Catherine's ſnowy arms. 


I know ſhe ſits, with anxious care, 5 
And wiſhing waits for me: 5 
Then, O kind heav'n! ſmile on the fair | 

And let her happy be: | 
Ye tempeſts, huſh; ye ſeas, be calm, 
My terrors to remove, 
Ye breezes, breathe your 1 ſweeteſt balm, , 
To waft me to my love. 


The bavghty "A I've quell'd; but yet 
To me what is renown ? 

want my Catherine to complete, 
And all life's bleſſings crown. 
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Give miſers gold, to fools give FIG 
To monarchs worlds in ſtore ; 
Give me the lovely, virtuous dame, 


And I deſire no more. | 
1 7 Co: ji and 7 vir 


Rich is the muſic that iter the foul; - 

That elevates the mind, and warms the heart 
With the ſweet feelings of true love, and virtue! 
Ye gentle ſpirits, that hover round the juſt, _ 
That guide their wand'ring ſteps acroſs the waſte 
Of a dark, howling, thorny, rugged world, 

Deign to direct my youthful, erring heart! 

Let it not murmur at the ways of fate, 

Nor be impatient at my preſent lot! _ | 

While abſent from my deareſt love I roam 

Along theſe dreary ſhores, may I not want 

The pure, unblemiſh'd jays, that ſolitude | 

Beſtows profuſely on the thinking heart 

Yon tow'rs that now in mould'ring heaps, lic pil'd 
A maſs of ruin, once contain'd my brave, 

My virtuous, heav'nly minded fire; who oft, 

As I've been told, (for, oh! I never faw him!) | 
Retir'd to this ſequeſter'd, wave-worn cliff, 


And held delightful intercouris. with ewa. 
Methinks I ſee the ſage's boſom fwell, - 
Fir'd into ardour by the hum miag ſeuſdd 
Of quivering leaves, join'd by the diſmal daſh . 
Of theſe rough, roaring waves that guſhing fall, 
With keen velocity among the rocks, 
Making ms 9s; oa #5: 0. 
In the rapidity of contemplation, 
I think I ſee his mounting foul: urils, -- 3s 
On Hope's brightpinions, fledg'd with every cial 
Above this grovelling world, with all its groſs, 
Vile, ſublunary objects, to yon heights 
Of pureſt azure, where the happy dwell. 

O could I imr̃tate the fteps he trode, - 
I'd walk this vale of woe with eaſe, and ſmile 

At the drawn dagger of devouring death es 

O Catherine! Catherine! were 1 bleſt with thee, 
Thy beaming virtues too would kindle mine 
| Keep them awake, and active, mid che croud 
Of gay Profperity's deluſive Rs 
Or in the ſtorms ef dark Adverſity, fd Me 
When almoſt faint, one fpark of thine world FRY 
Them to light, liberty, and heav'nly boldneſs: 
— Hfe's wild maze we'd lean on one e another, 


ſe 


T. 
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Like wedded nde mid the joyleſs waſte. 
But ah! that's doubtful! True, thy father ſaid; 
Thou ſhould'& be mine if I return'd a victor ; 
But then ſuch angry frowns did knit his brows, 
1 lik'd them not, tho' then I held my tongue. 

I long to know how things are order'd now. 
Catherine; by this time I did hope to hear 

The breathings of thy heart upon the ſubject. 
But oh! perhaps Huſh! here's the holy ſage! 
th him PI ; 80 all, and beg his counſel. 


* 


Han MIT ame from his Cave. 


Hail, gentle youth! thou ſeem'ſt oppres' with 
Sine 
Some 3 broods upon thy ind 15 
Pre mark d thy geſtures; ſeen thee lift thine eyes 
To heaven, then bend them o'er the raging deep, 
Then fix them on the ground. Tell me, fair youtli; 
What are thy troubles? I myſelf to woe 
Have been no ſtranger. My experienc'd age 
May give thee ſome advice; perhaps ſome eaſe: 
B b 


EpviIN. 15 


Yes, rev'rend hermit! thou haſt judg'd aright, 
I have my ſorrows, this thou ſoon halt now: 
But firſt bepleas'd to tell, what brought thee here? 
What mighty ill has made thee leave the world, 
And take up thy abode in this drear cavern? 


: HERMIT» | 


Alas, my ſon! the thought renews my grief. 


To mortal ear my tale has ne'er been told; 
But as I have not long to live; as thou 
May'ſt reap advantage by it, Pll be plain. 
A working in my breaſt doth urge me to it. 
Forgive, if while I ſpeak my words be chok'd 


With deep-fetch'd ſighs, or drown'd in floods o 


tears. 


EDwin. 


Yes, venerable man: my own ſhall join them. 


| 
A 
B 
1 


„ 
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This ſpacious Iſland, once, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Acknowledg'd the its lord. Yon ruin'd towers, 
Which thou ſee'ſt nodding o'er yon diſtant ſtream, 
Once my fair manſion was.—In them I flouriſh'd, 
Bleſs'd with a virtuous ſpouſe, and one dear ſon ! 
The boy, ſoon burning for the battle, left me, | 
And went Fknew not where. Then Malcolm did, 
With his extortions, cruel and notorious, 
Oppreſs a loyal people. I was forc'd 


| To leave this Ille, then forfeited, and roam 


A nameleſs ſtranger in a foreign land! 
But why, in lenity to my pain'd heart, 

Do T paſs o'er my woes? Before I left 

This Iſle, my arms receiv'd a helpleſs pair, 

A'Girl and Boy: the Earth's cold bed their Mo- 

ther. F 

L left the infant orphans to the care, 

And kind protection of a Scottiſh chief, 

But frowning fortune ſent me notice ſoon, 

That with the boat they periſh'd in the paſlage, 
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Erwin. 


A 


ious Heav'p'! ! what: . 


4 ve v4 

l A 1414 ee DARQ #1. 

Vahappy f fire! . on Fins fartheſt * 
I liv'd, and fortune ſmibd again upon me. 
Content Pd been, had the invading crew, 
Which ver d that country then, not found me out; ; 
And kept me ſtill in fear. © One day a band 
Of theſe rude foes ruſh'd: ſuddenly upon me, 
And foon' had fack'd my little home, had not 

Th! apptonthin * ace from the nite] 


plain, 158 6 I” [9 
Frighted th them offHow "att ] tell the Creſt? 20 


„ei 


0 1 


80 on, gen; my flutt' ring heart leaps in me. 


ut; 


6 


As wrapt in thought 1 ſat below a pine, 


The riſing moon pale-glimm'ring through the 


trees, 
Diſcover'd to my vew a luſty fon, 


Chief of the rufſian band his habit mark'd im. 
With haſty ſtep he ſought my door. I th | 


Then was the time to free the helpleſs hinds,. . 


And me, from ſuch a baſe infamous robber, 
Who then deſign'd to plunder my abode. 


I roſe, I flew, inflam'd with rage, and ſtabb'd im. 
But, ah! he was my ſon! my dear firſt born! 


Who with his dying breath declar'd that he, 
Amongſt the other warriors vanquiſh'd all 


The ravagers, himſelf had ſlain their chief; 


And as a trophy bore his arms, and garb 


Unto the camp. But having heard of me, 

He judg'd, believ'd, I was his fire, and came 

To pay his duty, and to crave my bleſſing. 
But heav'n deny'd it! what pangs I felt: 


5 I wiſh'd for death; but yet thou ſeeſt I live. 
| Quite weary of the world, I ſought this cave; 


Well known to me before; and here Pve liv'd, 


9 
5 
3.8 * 8 Wore 


— —— commas — 
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Unknown to any, all betiev'd me dead. 


To the tumultuous ſurges of the main 

I've oft complain'd ; compar'd with them my fate; 
Such floods of grief have over whelm'd my head, 
And daſh'd me down, no more with joy to riſe. 
Sighs, tears, and ſolitude, with every woe, 
That ſour the Hife of man, imbitter mine. 

While I can draw one breath, I here will mourn, 
And with compunction wring my tortur'd ſoul. 


* 


ED WIN. 


Thou wond'rous man! was ever tale like this! 


My heart with agitation throbs, and leaps, 


Anxious to know thy childrens names and thine ; 
Forgive my importunity.—— 


H ERMIT. 


N . 11 
1 
W 4 


or me, 

I'm now a nameleſs wretch! Amaſa was 

The lovely youth I flew! Eupbreſia, Edwin, 
Are the {weet babes now craddPd 1 in the deep. 


A 
* 
* 
1 
F 
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| No: let thine aged eyes be now convinc'd 
That they both live! my Father! O my Father! 
HrRurr. W Had n 


THAT rey y 1 18 


1 2 42 


Juſt Wenz ; tae; am Ty it is ** 5 
Sure none by this endearing name can call me Ks 


Epwix. 


Ves; recognize me! I'm that Hipwreced infant; 
Eu W s brother, your nne! Edwin. 


* ” 
. hr f'S 64 7 ay, 2 a 3 * 3 _ 3! © 2-47-26 7 
FF *3 * 1 8 * 3 * 2 1 4 = ? * 1 0 — 1 z? *-2 4&4 _ 


Hiban, Aa: | VI 
My ſon! my ſon! thy arm. Support me—Oh! 


 Eown. .._ 
Oerpower d by extacy, how frail is man! 


14 
£ 4.34 +} © ox 
- 


As quite'v'eredines wy beart. This crazy veſſel, 
So N unus'd, n "pls * fall in n pieces 


* — "= 


Fruit of my ww my n Ys ſon ! my Edwin! 
Like the thild lar fete, hon tim ' f to licht 


My t6tt ring fobtſteps to the houſe of ſilence! 
Now 1 could cloſe my weary eyes} in Peace. 


 Eowns, 


Pit Ss 2 | | ae 


Dothrä b Asstel LY. 
Whom long Ive mourn'd, in cyery filent grove! 
I do! Ido! O exquiſite delight! 

What ſoft, what ſweet effuſions do I find 

Stream thro? my bounding heart! What raptrous 
joy 4s * 

Now fills my ſoul, like a deeb inundation ! 

That head now cover'd with becoming ſnow, 
Which many a blaſt has brav'd, fo fraught with 

. ; 
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That heart, which long has ſigh'd; fo ſtor'd with 

wiſdo m, 
Shall ſow in my young breaſt the rode of virtue; 
Shall guide my pliant heart, from all the ſtorms 3 


And turbulence of paſſions: Make the pow: rs, 


The noble inclinations of the ſoul, 
Bring forth the genuine fruits of piety, 
And point my way to happineſs, and Heav'n- 


HERMIT:  * 


And do i live to ſee a blooming ſon, | 


Whoſe duſt 1 thought 1 Was ſeatter d chr ough tho 


© globeT: -: 18 1 4 
Ido! Ido! O happy, happy aged Ones: 
This pays me all! Thy frame now grown to man. 
hood, 


Shall be the ſtaff of my dedining) years, ö 


The kind ſupport of my enfeebl'd age, 


The comfort of my lateſt breath; and when £3 
Dale death ſhall ſeal my ſenſes, thou, my ſon, 
| Shalt lay me gently in the grave I've digg'd, 
And o'er my breathleſs duſt let fall a tear. 


But lay, where is thy litter? ſhall 1 not | 


Ce 
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Behold her too, and be compleatly happy ? 
EDwiN. 


| Your friend, our ſecond Father, Lord M<*Gregor, 
Has nurs'd us both, and Kill protects Euphreſia. 


Hermit. 


Kind Heav'n be prais'd the man with whom ! 
bet you; © - 

The brave companion of my younger years, 
With whom in war's diſcipline I was train'd, 
To bear the truſty bow, and laden quiver, | 
The poliſh'd lance, and lunar looking ſhield ; 
Our hearts then beating high for martial glory—_ 
(Oft, fide by fide, we've hew'd ourſelves a paſſage 
Through cloſe wedg'd ranks, an hoſt of ſavage foes) 
And has he done all this! has he rever'd 
My memory ſo much? I'm fatisfy'd. 
This kind humanity, this rich example 
Of true beneſicence, th Almighty ſees, 
And ſhall reward abundantly hereafter. 
But does his ſpouſe, my couſin, live? 
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EDwix. 


— She lives, 
And flouriſheth in happier Regions, far 


Above the vexing cares of mortal life. 


Hermit, 


Tis Heav'n's high will, how glorious is death! 
How ſweet, how lovely the Deſpotic King, 


To one who lives, and dies inrob'd in virtue! 


Now, Edwin, I've one queſtion only: tell _ 
Thy aged father what has brought thee here, 
So penſively to roam on this wild beach? 


Epwix. 


The ſtory of my life, ſince I remember, 
I'll count my duty to relate unto you, 
At ev'ning in your cave: at preſent this, 
Forgive my youth, I deeply am in love. = 
Catherine, M*Gregor's daughter, is the object. 
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HE RMT. 
Ha! deep in love! I fear as deep in ruin. | 
Edwin. 


Our hearts were join'd before we ſaw the world. 
Her age was mine. In early infancy 
Wo ſmil'd, we leap'd, were en W 8 one a- 
nother. TAL 
In childhood we did liſp, did nn talk, 
And ignorantly nurs'd a growing flame. 


As we advanc'd in years we grew in love, 

Long to her fire unknown. Often we met 

By lonely ſtreams, i in glens and ſhady bow'rs ; 

Till on a mild but luckleſs ev'ning, when 

Beneath the ſtately ſpreading oak we ſat, 

And poured out our ſouls to one another 

In ardent love and innocent diſcourſe, 

He overheard it all: his fury roſe, WEE: 

We heard bim ſtamp the Found, -__ a rough the 
8 pines | 


So mutt ring wildly off. aa bead his wrath 
_ *Gainit me was not appeas'd. One day he call'd me, 


RI FO Ft. — — . 4 — — — a HD =o Wo. — — jeff fro Wl Wi mt. 
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And through the gloom, he could not hide, declar'd 
He'd give me public honours, fend me out 

Head of the fleet; choſe to oppoſe the Danes: 
Adding, that if I could myſelf diſtinguiſh, 

By noble feats of arms, and quell the foe, 

had a title to my father's lands, 
And ſhould, at my return, receive his daughter. 

To Catherine I communicated all. 

But, O what anguiſh tore her bleeding heart! 

She figh'd, ſhe wept, my tears profuſely flow'd, 
And ſwell'd the briny ſtream. I ſpeechleſs ſtood, 
And many a knawing, killing pang ] felt; 
Thought parting was a thouſand, thouſand deaths! 
But promiſing a quick return, I ſooth'd 

With many a kindly word the finking fair: 
Beneath the aforeſaid oak again we vow'd, 

This ring the pledge. Then to Reynaldo's care, 
Her brother, my unalter'd friend, I left her, 
And ſail'd againſt the foe. The God of war 
Propitioully ſmil'd on us, and we conquer'd. 

But yeſterday the fleet return'd in triumph. 

To the lone maid I with a choſen fnend 

Sent privately a letter; to this iſſe 

„ I ſteer'd my courſe; and here deſign'd to ſtay - -: 
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Till I receiv'd her fatisfying anſwer, 
HermIT. * 


What ſhall I think, or ſay, or how direct thee. 
My friend but juſtly diſapprov'd thy love. 

Thou waſt an orphan. Thou ſhould'ſt have confin'd 
Thy views, and aims as ſuch. But Providence 
Seems now to ſmile upon thee, and to raiſe 

Thy fortune to thy birth. Return Him thanks, 
And be not over anxious, too ambitious, _ 
Nor ſwell'd with arrogance ; *tis Virtue only 
That conſtitutes the hero, and the man. 


EDWIN. 


I ſhall endeavour, while I live on earth, 
Your life, and words, ſhall ſtill be preſent with me. 


HERMTr. 
When death has laid me low beneath a turf, 


And thou in affluence ſitt'ſt in yon high tow'rs, 
At early dawn, and falling eve, O come, 


ET — — 
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Survey my cave, and tomb; then caſt a look 

Back Oer the ſev'ral ſtages of my life, 

And it will learn thee to deſpiſe the world. 

But now, while I beneath yon weſtern cliff 

Do wander forth, go thou unto the cave, 

There, hanging on the wall, thou'lt find my ſword, 

Stain'd with thy brother's blood! daily I've bath d 

It with my tears. To thee I now bequeath it; 

'Tis all the portion I have left to give thee; = 

But it is more than gold ; its glance will teach 

Thee patience, courage, and humility. 
[ Exit ſeverally. 


SCENE, The other fide of the Clif 
HERMIT ſolus, 


Here, on this well known rock I'll fit me down, 
And ponder o'er the ſtrange events of fate. 

And has my ſon, my long loſt boy, atchiev'd 
Such glorious deeds ? on Fame's triumphant car, 
My line I thought extinct, ſhall yet ariſe, 
And blaze the dreaded glory of the North! 

That arm, how nerveleſs now! which once aſſail'd 
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United forces. Oft, at early dawn, 1 74292 
On yon grove-{ſpotted, winding vale, I've out d- 
The branchy headed ſtag, and chac'd as oft, 
With youthful vigour, the fierce mountain boar. 
But now, by Miſery's unrelenting hand, 
Fm brought to ſeek a ſilent grave to hide me. 
7 hat mountain, n with woods, and thick with 
rocks, | 

Repleniſh/d with the Ghatien of Albion? 8 Gy 
Untimely flain, calls mine to join the throng. 5 
Replete with wounds, I've ſeen the ſpirits ſtalk, X 
Have heard them how! in every lonely cave, 
And tell each other, with an awful grin, 
That ſoon the ghoſt of him who ſlew his ſon, 
Should join the concert of their diſmal yells. 

My crime is great! a huge enormous load! 
But, O! is there not mercy ſmiling down 
On _ FOoEIIOe, and 1 mine? 
Ts [Pay ing 
0 Eüwin 0 my ſon! thou earry'ſt Ss | 
What can detain thee ?—Ha! what noiſe is that, 

| [4 noſe behind the ſcene. 

Wench rends mine ear, and ſtrikes my ſinking heart! 
4 8710 5 [DA cry heard d iftindtly, 


— 
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Another cry—'Tis Death! Aſſaſſination! 
Father of life! protect my child my Edwin! 


EpwiIN behind the ſcenes. 
80 periſh every ſuch nirigzous traitor. 
U riſing. 
. Jo I hear! O Heav'ns! whoſe voice is this! 
Loan entering, 


Tis Edwin's ! who, without this truſty blade, 
Had never, never more pronounc'd thee father. 


HE RMIT. 


Eaſe my diſtracted heart, and tell, O tell 


If | 
What dire alarm o'crtook thee |— 
nos Epwix. 
xt! 2 | | 61 { : 


D d 
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The azure ſky of ev'ry proſpect lowrs. 
um dark tremendous clouds, ſurcharg' d with 

4 ſtorms ; * 

With magazines of tempeſts long fermented; 

And now they do begin to burſt, and fall 

In awful torrents on my helpleſs head. 


Hermit. 
What means my ſon—Ha, thou art wounded!. 
 Enwin. . 


4 — 8 | 
ITis but a — Lk fight ſcratch, that cannot hurt me. 
One peal of thunder's paſt, one horrid ſheet 

Of triple forked light'ning now has broke 

On me with only ſingeing that a little. 

But, ah! alas! my love! my life ! my Catherine: 
Wat muſt ſhe undergo, when cloſe confin'd 


Within the forge where all theſe bolts are ki 
dlin gf 


Ne, 


Is 
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W | 
Be more explicit, I conjure thee, Edwin, 
EDpwiN. 


As I returning croſs'd your threthold, quick 
As famiſh'd lions leap upon their prey, 
Three ruffian villains, from behind the rock, 
Armed with gleaming blades, tuſh'd in upon me: 
But where there's guilt, there never can be courage. 
Your ſword was in my hand, I proved i its pow'r, 
And quickly laid their baughty leader low. 

The other two both wounded, yelling fled, 

The wretch that quiv'ring welter' d in his gore, 

With faultering tongue reveal'd the whole unto me, 
Aſtory black as e'er diſgrac'd the lip 

Of human creature, this the purport of it: 

By Lord Macdonald brib'd, they ſought my life, 
Who in my abſence had uſurp'd my right, 
Sduc'd M*Gregor to give up his daughter, 

To him the worſt of men; tho' Catherine Kill | 
Abhors him with the utmoſt deteſtation, 

et, ſpite of all her tears, th*-unfeeling monſter, 


* 
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To- morrow's dawn deſigns to bear her off: 
But ſhall not, while one vital breath I draw. 


HERM Tr. 


Stupendous horror! theſe th' effects of love. 

O love! thou tender, but deluſive word! 

Deceitful miſtreſs! when we fondly doat, 

Thou doſt a ſweet, yet killing draught prepare, 

And lulls us to perdition in thy arms. 

Thou now, my ſon, art fallen into the ſnare, 

Art meanly, baſely, miſerably ruin'd. 

Have I then liv'd to this! only to ſee 

My long loſt ſon, that I might die more wretched! 
Ovain, vain world! vile life, of thee I'm ſick! 
O death! when wilt thou eaſe me of the burden? 


„ PD, 


O father! talk not ſo, theſe words do pierce 
heart more deep than twice ten thouſand arrov's 


WS, 
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What ſhall I ſay? I'll bid thee give up love, 
And rouſe a nobler flame within thy breaſt: 
Such an effeminacy, ſinks the man, 

Beclouds the warrior, and ſhames the hero. 
Think on thy anceſtors, and raiſe thy ſoul 


Aſſiduouſly to {eek their godlike virtues. 


EDwWIN. 


Your counſels I ſhall ever hold divine, 
But who can reaſon down the raving deep 


When whirl'd by warring winds? The ſame is love: 


When thou haſt done the former, then thou may ' 
Attempt the latter. O my aching heart! 

Shall I abandon Catherine! Shall I. tamely _ 

Sit ſtill, and know her forc'd, yea dragg'd aw ay, 
Contrary to her vow : the which I know 

She'd die a thouſand deaths before ſhe'd break! 


No: by the ruddied drop that warms my breaſt, 


By love, that keeps that drop alive, I've ſwore 
That I'll preſerve the fair, or bravely perifh, 
Theſe anceſtors you talk of, were they never 
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The ſubjedts of the tender pow r of love? 
HERMIT. 


Yes, I have lov'd; I know its pow'r : but, O! 
How canſt thou leave me! I'm thy aged fire, 
Thy wretched, dying fire. But a few days, 
Perhaps a few ſhort hours, and thou ſhalt do 
The laſt official ſervice to me! Ah, | 
Shall I behold that blooming face no more? 
| Theſe waving yellow locks! ſoon, ſoon ſhall they 

Be crimſon'd o'er with blood! Like the young oak 
That roſe, and flouriſh'd on the mountain's brow, 
And promis'd foon to be the king of woods, 
When fiercely ſhatter'd, by the light'ning's flaſh, 
So ſhalt thou fall unmourn'd.—My boſom bleeds 
A ſtream that chills, and freezes as it runs! 
My bowels yearn, my ſoul is torn with anguiſh! 


EDwin. 


O jealouſy! O love! O binding Nature! 
I ſhall run mad: my Father! O my father! 
[ Kneels and embraces hin. 
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Here let me kneel! here let me claſp thy knees 
Here let me die! and be for ever happy. 


HERMIT. 


In vain do we embrace! ariſe, my ſon— 
Farewell! farewell for ever! 


EDwWI. 


—0 diſtraction! 
O cutting killing! harſh! tormenting ſound! 


| Enter Hs, 
| Rowen, 
I fear I am too bold. 
Wader 
am modeſt youth, 


From whence com'ſt thou ſo faſt? what, are 1 
tidings? | | 
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Epwix. 


'Tis Rufus! Catherine's page—how, how fares 
your lady?  _— 


She, tott'ring on the brink of ruin, ſtands, 
Impatient of your preſence.v—— 


nem, 
1 5 ore Wt 


# N ca * . 


1 


Go, my ſon! 
To the — my GdI leave thee! L 
le will preſerve the virtuous : ſtill 1 will 
Inceſſant, fervent pray ers pbur out for thee 
While I've an hour to 5 


r +: 


 Eoy WIN. 


a —— 


3 FE direct me. 
How ſhall I ſtay! How can I, can I leave thee! 
O what excruciating, ſtruggling) pangs | 
Now © harrow up my ſoul,” and tear my heart 
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A little longer; yet a little longer. 
He RMIT. 
It muſt not be: away, away, my ſott. 
Nature muſt own the deed is truly noble, 


That reſcues innocence, and raiſeth virtue. 


| Epwin. 
And is the conflict ofer! inſpiring love] 


HEIMI TI 


+ 


| May heav'n direct thee oer the watery ways 
And wreath thy brow with Fame's unfading bays 


May Hymen, o'er thy head his banner wave, 
And all the virtues light thee to thy grave. 
Lend me "OP! hand and lead me to my « cave. 


8 


End Us the forth 4. 0 
E J 
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ACT V. 
Lord M*GREcGok and CATHERIXE. 
CATHERINE. 
How can you urge it! O remember, fir, | 


You gave me life! how can you ſtudy then 
To make it full of wretchedneſs and ſorrow 2 


|  M*Gxtcok. 


"What! —minding thee of reverence to thy fire! 
Thy much neglected duty, pointing out 
With warm regard, and real affection for thee, 

A ſeat where thou mayꝰſt baſk in all the blaze 
Of ſumptuous grandeur, and deſir'd pow'r, 
Roll'd in a ſea of eaſe, of pomp, and pleaſure ? 
Surrounded by admiring crouds, who'd ſtand 
Depending on thy will Lare theſe the means 
With which I kill thy peace 
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CATHERINE. 


— They partly are: 
How poor are riches to that man who hath 
Them not enhanced by the charms of virtue 
Each term you've giv'n them, ſeems a bloomin 8 roſe, 
But, ah! what thorny prickles they conceal! 1 8 
What deathful ſerpents at their roots lie lurking! 


Doſt thou begin to prate, and preach to me, 
And talk of virtue when thou deviates from it? 
Riches and honour are the golden j Joys 
Which all would have, what ſchoolmen have declar'd 


The gift of heav? 1 and heav'n will never. curſe - 
Its own free gift. 


CATHERINE. | 


-As honey i in the * 
ls turn'd to poiſon; ; ſo may riches be 5 
Corrupted by the vicious poſſeſſor. 
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M*GREGOR«, 


No mare of thy preſumption ; learn thy diſtance, 


And learn thy duty too; leſt thou provoke _ 
My rifing wrath. Canſent to be the ſpouſe . 
Andenvy'dlady of the great Macdonald, 

Or dread my juſt diſpleafure,——— 


CATHERINE. 


| Ah my ſire, 
Have you forgot your  plighted faith, the vow. 
You made to Edwin? did you not to him 

_ Swear, that I ſhould be his, ſoon as he had 
From war and devaſtation freed our country ? 


O think, your words are ſurely mark d above. 


M*GRzcor. | 


I) hen let them be expung d, bor I am , i ;. 
The time is paſt. And doſt thou too contemn 
My high authority ? was ever man | 
Thus griev'd, thus crols'd, and tortur'd by his chil- 
dren ! 


| 
] 
1 
1 
8 
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My family ſhall be 1 be cruſh'd, by orphans. 
But to command thee I've a right; yea, more, 
Thou yet art in my power, in my diſpoſal; _ 
And ſhalt this night be wed. To-morrow thou 
Shalt with Macdonald ſee his ſtately tow'rs,, © 


CATHERINE: 


| "Nay: I wil die a thouſand deaths before 
L violate my vow, and wed another. 
While Edwin lives, my heart, MEN life is his, 


Then die, and periſh, baſe abandoned girl! 
vince thou'rt 10 tamely reconcil'd to ruin, 
Thou art not worth a wiſh. But, mark =) ſince 
Perſuaſion fails, thou ſhalt be ſtraight compelPd! 
A tew ſhort hours have yet to roll, and then, 
Spite of thy rage, PI put thee to the teſt. 
[Exit M. Gao. 


* 
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222 
2 CATHERINE abne. T 
O harſh; unnatural, iron-hearted fire! - B 
To fella once:lov'd child for bags of gold! : Ir 
Ambition ſtrikes upon thy jaundic'd fightz 4 
And me thou aim'ſt the tool, the firſt laid ſtep F 


By which thou means to climb unto a throne. 
Prepoſterous madman ! view thy whitened locks, 
And think how ſoon grim death ſhall thee o'ertake, 
Cut ſhort A ſomes, thy proſpetts, and thy life! 
Tag 
In has A gulph of whirling woes I'm plung'd : 
That drive, and dafi me, ah! I know not where! 
My bark, now ſhatter'd by continual ee A 
At every toſs I think ſhall riſe no more! 
The fun ere long ſhall ſink beneath the wave. 
© night! I dread, yet wiſh thy quick approach, 
Big with ſome great event, which future times 
Shall -with amazement mark! thou com'ſt! thoy 
com'ſt! od OS pen: 
Soon, ſoon th' important hour, or fixes me 
In bliſs compleat, or complicated woes. 
Pale miſtreſs of the night! ariſe and ſhed, 
From thy broad orb, a ſhower of ſilver rays, 


I #5 #7) frwf Bmw 


—N__— 
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To cheer my Edwin's anxious, throbbing heart, 

And guide his wandering veſſel *croſs the main! 

Blow faſt, ye northern winds, and ſwell his ſails 3 

Impel his keel to cut the foaming wave, 

As faſt as feathered ſhaft divides the air; 

For, oh! 'tis only he can comfort Catherine! 
Hark! now they come, hence let me fly! O rocks! 

Hide me within your horrid wombs ! that I 

May ſhun Macdonald's loth'd, yet forc'd embraces! 


Tis but ESE her looks are chang'd! how 827 


Enter EurnkESsII 
Thy tidings, good Euphreſia?— 
EVPHRESIA. | 


| ls _ friend! q | 
Rich are the news I bring you! I but now | 
Have ſpy'd a lofty veſſel, whoſe high maſts, -- 
Spread wide their ample wings before the wind; 
Swiftly ſhe rn thy yielding frothy frith, 
And while Pm if n in the bay. 
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1 w me 


eie n my iu Warrior: he in app hour, 

Through dangers daunticſs comes to reſcue Cathe: 
mace ©: 
Sweet is the ſhow'r to buche fietds, * feet 
Ide ſummer to the frozen iſles. The ſun 
Diſpelling night, and chacing off the ſtormns 
That toſs'd the fainting mariner, is ſweet. 
Health to th' afflicted, freedom to the ſlave, 
And life to the condemn'd, are ſurely ſweet : 
Bur yet a thouſand times more ſweet will he 
Be to my tear-acquainted, longing eyes. 
O Edwin! Edwin! ſhall we meet again 
To part no more! delightful, heav'nly ſound ! 
Harmonious Nature, throughout all her works, 
Can never chime the like! Go, loyal friend, 
So meet and tell him our firſt interview 
Muſt be beneath the facted well-known oak. 
Return with haſte and caution to thy dere ki 
For there Any PI wait 1 coming. 
13 — LOR jor 


4 


Py *. * 
25 3 


—— 3 * 
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EEE. LINES F EST EF 
SCENE. 


by . 


MACDONALD and Pace. Vp 
MACDONALD. 

And doſt thou think he fell 

Pack. | 


3 Most ſure he 4 


From where I l I faw them ſpring 1 upon him,; 


The clang of arms atoſe, but the thick wood 
Soon vail d them from mine eye.— 


Macbonat.v. 5 


— muſt be ſo. | 

Tete 8 gold. [gives a purſe] on, find chem out 
Vuoͤith nimble foot. 
If he be flain, tis well: If bound in ala 
As I gave charge, command them, in my name, 
To bring him fo before me, ſoon's they hear 
Me ſound the well-known horn. I've done: away 
F f 


—— . — — 
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Pace. 


Swift as the wintry blaſt I fly, my lord. 
[Exit Pace, 


 MacDoNALD alone. 


So much for one: but, O infernals, aid me: 
There yet is much to do, The ſon and Sire 
They both muſt die! then crown'd with bays Ty 
„5 thank ye. 3 

The haughty boy obſtrudts my. way to bliſs, 
Stops love's delicious feaſt of conquer d charms. 
The ſire will croſs me with his ſtate affairs, 
In which I dare not meddle: But his death, 
Will conſtitute me far the greateſt lord 
That ever trode a Caledonian yale. 
Would it were done, and to the glaring world 
My honour nought eclips'd! [pauſing] It is, it is! 
Confirm'd and ſure. But here th old dotard 

comes, 

lle muſt not bo the Rival's' in my pow 3 
His ignorance of that is the ſtrong Baſe 
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Where all my hopes are built, But, ffs, he's 
here. 


M GREGOR entering. 


My lord, my Lord 
MACDONALD. 


— noble lord, what means 5 
All this diſorder d haſte !—— 


M*GREGOR. 


—The daring guilt, | 
And purpoy' wickedneſs of curs'd e . 


MACDONALD, 
y 8 | £2. 5 190 
Ha! what of her? 
M GREGOR. 


——A deed! long have fear d. 


uſt asI paſt the pop iar bower, that fronts 
e murm'ring rill, I found the female friends. 


. I ſtopt, and ſaw my daughter | ſend 


Euphreſia down the dark meand'ring path, 
That ſeeks the Northern Cliff, intent to learn 


If Edwin was arriv'd. Then by the words 


Which from the penſive Catherine dropt, 1 found 
Her couns'Iler had been urging, that, in caſe 
The minion came not, ſhe'd prepare a draught 
Of deadly poiſon to enlarge her ſoul, 


Free it from duſt, andalFo our boaſted powte. oy 


 Mxcpon 1 


"Tis now Balerma's injurd made ers 


Yonder 3 it ſtares i in awful majeſty,” ' 


Frowning at me, and howling for revenge : 

And ſhall my Catherine's join it ! Never, never. 

She dies! ſhe dies ! this night the traitreſs dies! 

This panting ſteel is burning for her blood. 
7 . 10 the fu de 1 8 then returns. 


do 


 M*Gxtzcox, afide. 


The-ſcheme ſucceeds I'll now be rid of her- 


MACDONALD. 
But in I go. M' Gregor, hear me: Edwin 
Is lurking in the vale, and means by ſtealtn 
This very night to bear away your daughter, 


3 
MGG. 


Ha! baſe perfidious wretch! In what dark grove 


Skulks the bold fugitive, the wand'ring orphan ? 
Even this old arm ſhall to the whiſtling winds 
Beſtow his dwarbiſh ſpirit, —— 


MACDONALD, | 


Then, my Sealy * 


Pm not reveng'd: *tis 1 hae felt the wrongs; + 


And he who toils ſhould eat the ſavoury morſel. 


＋ 


1— . we oo oo RA WA A Sretem. 


2 „ 
te ; * 


M'GRESOR. 
The taſk I like not: But perhaps my child's 
Expirin g now The poiſon! O the poiſon ! 
MACDONALD: 
1 run, I fly! [ein] 7 
* Gazoon. | 
— But firſt unfold the den 
Of this young treacherous wolf.—— 
| MACDONALD. 7 
] 
———Within the grove, N 
Beneath the oak, that ſhades the ſtream, he ſits, 
1 
Waiting the midnight, to purloin the prize : 


Not long ago my truſty ſervant came, 
Who ſince the morn, hath watch'd each latent mo 
tion: : | 
He told me, as beneath a copſe he 1 
He ſaw Euphreſia, by your daughter's orders, , 
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Bear off Reynaldo's clothes, to dreſs the traitor + 
And to make all ſecure, the orphan was, | 
As much as poſlible, to ape his ſpeech. 


M<GREGGR. 


Deteſted thought! deceitful, matchleſs villain! — 
Accurs'd, contriving girl! but ſuch are orphans. * 
Fiends! furies! ſent to fill the world with broils. 


Macboxalp. 


Yes; ſuch his life at leaſt will be to you, 
And all your aims; for know, ſhould we avow 
Your lawful rights unto the Scottiſh crown, 
His rage at us, and favour with the king, why 
Together with th' allies his pow'r may gain, 
Will make him the moſt formidable foe 
(Believe me, fir) that we can fear or doubt. 


M*Gazcon. 


O! that has rais'd a flame within my breaſt, 
That quite conſumes each tender thought! he dies! 
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Had he a thouſand lives I'd end them anl. 


_ MacponaLD. 


. — *# Re * 


oF 


What way to gall him in the hour of death, 
Is all I ſtudy now. My hated form 
Would. rack. his ſoul, would make him gnaſh his 
teeth, 3 
And bite che ground. Ny ford and clothes b 
yours; _ 
The riſing moon will light you through the vale, 


* 
* = ' 


Im charmed with thy: wit: thy. genius "ab, 
And enterpriſing, fraught with great deſigns, 
And deep laid plots, endear thee ever to me! 
Thou art the man can aid me in the work, 
The arduous work of riſing gtoa throne. N 


3 


- 


MACBONALD. 


Juſt to my wiſh | ſuperior to my hopes! 
1k hgh. to think how the old fire and ſon. ; 
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| ſhall dying hug each other. 
[4dr 


Streaming with blood 
Where is your daughter, fir i—— 
M*GREGOR, 


Y wn 2 fis nod the hour 
She wry h oft alone but then the Doiſons 


5 1 5 DONALD. 
Haſte, let us change; the time is precious: 
pyonder 5 
The 0s fullorb'd, ſteals from the witdp hi, 


5 wesen, i 


Why do we tarry here? come, now's the tim 
— 
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* 
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Then all is over, loft, and gone for ever! 
Why am Tharafs'd thus, thus rent with far!!! 
O death! ſweet death! that ſets the captive free, 


When with a home - thruſt wilt thou favour * 
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Deſpair not, 0 my friend! for heav'n beholds 
No piece of guilt with fo much deteſtation. 


Oln 1 > e carbs. 5 
AN { | 
What doſt thou talk; Vain words which way 
„ mars; 


The haggard ſkeleton ſtares n en me! 
Thou haſt thy lov'd Rey naldo to protect thee 
From every menac'd il; whilſt, ah, thy friend, 


ay 


Is darken'd by the cliff, and waving pines, | 


— — I <A AE ASI 
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On one hand quakes at ev'ry: haſty _— Sl 
And on the other a long waſte of woes 4 
Crowd on the mind, and pain my burſting bart; 1 
The racking thoughts that Edwin is no more 
What clamour didſt thou hear &- — 


EF: 


A ret 'd, 
Silent and flow dong the darkſome path, 
Beyond the river where the narrow vale 


Methought the voice aroſe. But mix'd, and broke 
By the hoarſe-chiding ſtream, and moaning winds, 
'Twas render'd inarticulate. I ſtoopt, 4 
And looking eagerly, beheld the glam 
Of poliſh'd arms; then heard the claſh of ſwords. 
Appall'd I ood : then, like the affrighted und,” 


| trembling ran to tell you—— 
CATHERINE. 8 


— Ab! at 
He's $ gone he? 8 gone! and 1 am left a ey 
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0 
To the voracious vultures! No: I flxx iv 
Beyond all human pow'r : to ſome dark g grove. 
[ haſte to reſt wy wearied frame for eper. 
EUrRR ESI. 
Through life or death I will attend you. — 
CATHERINE. 
— , 
Thou art too kad: leave me, I'll go alone; 
*Tis worſe than death to ſtay. To ſhun my foes 
PI ſeek the buſhy vale; there perhaps. -. | 
May meet with Rufus, he ſhall-tell me all. 
 EUPHRESIA. , 
Then ſwear you will not fall upon your life. - 


CarnkzNx. 


Reaſon I hope ſhall guide me. [Pauſe ng] Saidſt 
thou not 
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' Thy love, beticath the oak, was waiting for thee? 
| EvrnzzsA- 


Since mid-day he's been abſent : much I fear 
His father knows our loves. Accouter'd well 
With hunting ſpear, and bow, he call'd his dogs, 
And giving me a warm but penſive look, : 

He bade me meet him at the fall of eve * 
Within the bower : then bounded o'er the plain. 


| CaTHERINE. 


Ihen go and meet him: let me not withbold 
That bliſs which fate has long deny'd to me. 
May heav'n watch o'er and crown your tender loves 
With greateſt ſucceſs. Go: acquaint the youth 
With all that's paſt: he is our only guard. 
\[Excant 


435 -4 Ant. AND CATHERINE, 


7 be back SCENE opens and di iſcovers RyvNaLDo 


reſting upon a green bank ; à bow and quiver at "bis I 

bead, a couple of hounds aſleep « at his feet, and a 5 
hunting ſpear Huck in the ground by his Ae, aſter 1 
which he r riſes and Sbeats. | „ 


Now, Day, chat young-ey'd prince, with all his 
. train i. 
1s ſunk to reſt, and his grave mother reigns. 
O the delights of nature! who can tell 
= The lovelieſt of her ſcenes ! ? The azure morn, 
The golden noon, the variegated eve, 
Or fable night, which merits higheſt praiſe 
Io him who doth contemplate their charms? | 
Who taſtes their ſweetneſs, and explores their pow, 
The preſent pleaſes moſt be which i it will. 
Indeed what eye unraviſh'd can behold 
Yon glorious lamps, or that refulgent "EN! 
Which ſtrews with filver the high curling wave, 
Checquers the landſcape, and with mildeſt beams 
| Sets off, in ſolemn pomp, the face of Nature? 
The diſtant murmurs of the main, the winds, 
Which ſoftly whiſper thro? the leafy grove, 
Join'd by ſweet Philomela's melting ſong, 
; 
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Strike heav'nly muſie on th enraptur'd ear. 

Tis now the time when youthful lovers ſteal, 

From the cenſorious' world, to breathe their flame 

In undiſſembled, artleſs eloquen ce. 

And ſigh their inmoſt ſouls out to each other. 
Euphreſia! O my love why doſt thou ſtay ! 

Each moment t Teens an 1 When 1 90 art abſent. 


e 
- Fi . 


Enter M*Gxxcos, in Macnonkte/s dub; leni. 


dome fatal evil, ſome malicious foe, 
Has ſtept between us, and prevents thy coming. 


5 M*<Gztcor. | - =. 


| Methinks I hear him; yonder ſtands the traitor ; 
A cloud obſcures the moon. O glorious fortune! 


Wwe 4 * 


e ee REYNALDO. . 


Vateing 6 fire! auge reinorſelets el 
She now is fall'n obnoxious to thy wrath. 


| Perhaps (0 heay? n, forbid it ! now the viaies 
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M GREGOR. 


How he upbraids me: baſe, ungrateful foundling! 


My blood begins to boil with indignation. 
' REvNALDo. , | 
O cruel deſtiny! what pleaſure thou 
Takeſt to torment us.. 


M<GzrcoR. 


Ho he mimics him 


Juſt to the very life. Has youth ſuch cunning? 
" Revynaino. 


But tis Macdonald that ferments the whole: 
| That baſe, malicious, deep- diſſembling knave 
1 know he ſeeks my life, but would he come, 
Deck'd it fair honour's plumes, young as I am 
Fd conquer, or I'd die th* undaunted hero! 


e 


Curſe on thy vaunting! yet it well becomes thee, 
But ſhall not long. I burn to tear thy heart! 
This vengeful ſteel is quiv'ring to be at thee, 

Now ſecretly behind the copſe P11 ſteal, 


RRENYNAL DO. 


Hark! what a ſound of leaves! perhaps ſh6 


comes, | 

My peerleſs fair one comes! expand, my heart, 
Wide to receive the rich, the glorious treaſure, 
Unparallell'd on earth. Ere long! will 
Bear thee, ſweet maid ! to my domain, where even 
Nor curs'd Macdonald's arts, nor all the rage 
Of a ſtern father ſhall annoy us. 

[M*Gxecor ruſhing forward, oh REYNALDO. 

Never! 
[Rzvxarvo plucking up the * 

Ye guardian ſpirits, protect me! Ha! Macdonald. 


„ then F 4 , ru 
. * of —— 
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M GREGOR. 
Yes, and he'll ſcourge thee, Orphan, 


REVYNALDO. 


Coward ſlave! 
Thou doſt miſtake me: But no matter that, 
[ Engaging 


— Fr. © — 


Reynaldo ever is Macdonald's foe. „ 
= os LM GREGOR fall: 


M.GREOOR. 

Infernal horrors! art thou uk Reynaldo ? 
REVNAL DO. 

Yes, by yon ſtars Lam, and who art thou ? 


 M*GrEoOoR. 


4 A miſerable wretch thou once call'd fire! 
But by Macdonald gull'd, betray'd, and ruin'd: 


fans Led Iq1 ” + FF C59 mw fo} 
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He told me thou waſt Edwin, who deſign'd, 
Beneath thy garb and voice, to ſteal my daughter. 


REYNALDO. 


Tremendous fate! who, who can ſound thy depth? 
What have I done! was ever deed ſo black !_ 
0 my torn heart! my ſire! forgive me, Heaven! 
And O ſend your bright meſſengers to waft 
His trembling ſpirit to the ſeats of bliſs, 


M-<Grtco: 


No, *tis too late: My crimes have ſhut me out; 
And now, like hiſſing furies, flock around me. 
They laſh my Conſcience with their flaming whips, 
They chaſe my flying ſoul! O how they tear it, 
Struggling to quit this guilty frame! Henceforth 
Let ev'ry parent call to mind my end, 
And think more juſtly of his childrens welfare, 9 
And of his own true happineſs, than I've done. | | 
For where's my proſpects now? ? They all are _— ": | | 
To yon deep, horrible, tormenting gloom =— | q 
Had I another life to live, I would | 
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Devote it to more noble aims: and---Oh! Dies. 


[RE VNAL DO, throwing hint, If by the body, 
O! horror! horror — 


EUPHRESIA entering. 


ure a mournful voice 
Did now accoſt mine ear! Too true !---Reynaldo 
Is dead: is murderd; O my love! my love! 


REYNALDO raiſing himſelf up. 
No, gentle maid live: and yet Pm thine, 
EUPHRESIA. 


Tranſporting word! come then and let me count 
How many wounds the falſe Macdonald gave thee; 
For now I ſce that haughty Chief's no more. 

Thy limbs are bath'd in blood; how pale thou 
look'ſt! 


REVNAL Do. 


The wound is nothing, 'tis beneath my notice; 


nt 
ee; 


lou 


CC 1 
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But, O my love! my life! my dear Euphreſia! 


Look who lies there, and wonder if thou canſt, 
At the wan colours of my pallid cheek ! 


 EUPHRESIA, | 

Macdonald, the ſole b of our woes. 
REYNAL Do. 

No: tis the man who took thee and chy brother, 


Scarce living from the ſalted wreck, who watch'd, 
With a fond father's care your infant years; 


Who was your guardian ever until now; 


The man whom once I call'd my honour'd fire. 
EUPHRESIA, 


Thy fire VEIN thus !- It is! it is! 
The man who aw'd the North with his high nod; 
My ſecond Father too; again I'm left 
An orphan *mid th' inhoſpitable world. 


— — . FR — — DSA — FEY 
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3 . |  REYNALDO. 


"= How canſt thou tear my bleeding heart anew. 
Haſt thou forgot the oath I ſwore ; it binds 
—_ Me to ſupport thee thro? the waſte of life; 
| And, truſt me, I'll thee guard with warmer love 
Than l'd protect this heart within my breaſt. 


EUPHRESIA. 


Forgive me, Sir; and, O accept theſe tears 
As all the thanks Pm able now to give. 


REYNALDO. 
1 They are enough, and more, but Rufus comes. 


Rourus entering. 


What's this before me Happy, happy ſight! 
There the diſturber of domeſtic peace 
Lies low in filence,—— 
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rue 
i my friend arriv'd? 
80 | 


Arriv'd : but ſince he no where can be found, 
We fear'd the treachery of that ſlain Macdonald. 


REYNAL DO. 
And yet have cauſe to fear him more: for he 
Is doubtleſs now a carrying on ſome black, 
Infernal plot: where is my hapleſs ſiſter ? 
EUPHRESIA. 
This diſmal ſcene hath ſtopt me, Sir, from giving 
You an account of all : amid the gloom 
Of yon wide woody vale, alone ſhe walks, 
Nor would ſhe ſuffer me t' attend her.— 
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Perhaps ſhe breathes no more! Hence let me fly 
Jo find her out, and ſave her from the villain. 


Rurus. 
His ſhade may haunt her, but his frame lies here. 
RExNAl. po. 


I would it had been ſo; but adverſe fate 
Deſign'd it otherwiſe. 


Enter Bxvwa haſlily. 
BRVNV aA. 


| I come to ſcek 
My maſter [ ſeeing the body] —death 1 is here! 


REYNALDO. 


—— There low he lies. 
Ye faithful two, bear off his bloody corpſe. 
Tho? he was cruel he was ſtill my fire. 


e. 
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8 
Where ſhall I go, amid ſuch crouds of fears? 
REYNALDO. 


They are thy guide and guardian to the hall. 


[muſt away to ſeek and guard thy friend. 


BRYNA. 


Fains rack the hand that didit! O my maſter! 


[4s they go off with the body on one ſide, and 


RxvNAL Do on the other, aſſaſſins are ſeen to 
ſpring acroſs the edge of the ſtage. 


REYNALDO behind the ſcenes. 


My life! my life! aſſaſſinated! ho! 
LA confuſed diſtant noiſe behind the ſeenes ; ; the 
following words heard di ſtinetly. | 
You ſcape not always: ftrike. 
Due Scene cloſets 
Ii 
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SCENE beyond the ſtream; CATHERINE alone. Mao. 
DONALD enters ſoftly behind her ; with a dagger in 
his hand Here zo ſtab her ; 3 miſſalen and throws 


it _ 
CATHERINE. 


.. My father! no, 
You ſeem my butcher now. Well, here's my breaſt 
Bare to your fury ; ſee, it heaves to tempt 
And meet with more than j Joy your hungry ſteel, 


| MACDoxaLD. 


I've loſt the ſerpent, but have found the Jove. 
[ Ajede, 
m not thy father, but thy lover ſtill. 
That dagger vile I meant it for another ; 
But ſome left-handed, mean, miſchievous imp, 


Would have it turn'd on thee. Come, love me now. 


CATHERINE. 


I never will, Thou traitor! dark in ſoul, 
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Thou midnight bear, thou greedy murderer ! 
There take it up: ſtrike here a deadly ſtab, 
And J will thank thee: I will bleſs thee too. 


Tor while L live, I only live to hate thee. 
: MACDONALD. 


| Then hear and tremble. [ſands a torn] Nay; 1 
have thee now. 

Thy fire and brother know this world no more. 

Thy warrior, deſp'rate, foams in iron chains, 

Whom I will torture in thy very ſight, 

And force thee to compliance.—— 


Enter fix of MacDoNaLD's men with their feord: 
"drawn. 


MACDONALD» 


W. 


tand prepar'd 
To parry ev'ry danger. — 
8 [ ſounds the horn. 
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Poor's thy triumph 
O'er a defenceleſs woman ! I believe 
Thy bloody tale; it ſuits thy nature well, 
Yet thou canſt bid me love thee. What !—O poiſon! 
Seraphs and fiends ſhall ſooner love each other: 
And as for life, I have a thouſand ways 
To rid me of it l- 


Enter EDWIN, in chains, guar ded. 


MACDONALD. 


| —There's thy hero crown'd 
In glory : there i is thy fam'd conqueror. 


CATHERINE. 


Is this th' infernal world! 
- EDwiIN. 


———Heart-breaking light 
It ſeems a corner of it, ——— 
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_ CATHERINE. 


| ——Quit thy hold 


Or tear my frame in pieces !--------- 
| MACDONALD. 
n proud maid: - 


Conſent unto my love, or by yon ſky $ID 
PI force thee in his fight : then bathe thy feet 


In orphan's blood.------- 


CATHERINE. 


—— Where is the chunder-bolts? 5 


Will they not ſpeak for me — 


MAacDoNALD. 


.. Does woman need 


A ſpeaker? then't muſt be a cataract; 


A thunder ſtorm would pauſe too oft, and ſet 
Her on herſelf again a bawling at it. 


„„ FED AvD CATHERINE. 


ED wid RO to Heek # his guard; afide, then Jogger | 


ing forward exclaims. 
O all the curſes! Guilt itſelf will curſe thee! 
MacDoNALD. - 


Sweet, ſweet Revenge! I'll glut my fury now 
With honey'd draughts ot vengeance! Miſcreant 
r On 
Now, I could rip thy heart [waving the ford at 15 
breaſt] but that ſhall be 
The laſt, the fav'rite diſh : I'll make thee "a 
A double rack for ev'ry woe I've ſuffer'd, 


EDwiN. 


Inſulting ſavage! I diſdain thy threats. 
All thou can't do is to expend thy rage 
For a few moments, tort'ring this frail clay; 
The ſoul, ſecur'd in conſcious 1 INNOCENCE, 
Smiles at thy bloody ſword, —— 
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CATHERINE. © 


—— Exalted mind! 
Thou piece of adamant within my breaſt, 


Wilt thou not break! Many beg hard for 385 
But death Ic cannot find |——— _ 


MACDONALD. 


Pm loſing time. 
Guards, hack his limbs in pieces! No: myſelf 
Shall have the pleaſure: hold the raving maid. 
TH her go. 


CATHERINE. 


[ Catches hold of the dagger. 


Now, boaſter! now! 


Core to ſlab herſelf. 


0 n him, and I yield! B But here's my freedom: 
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Epwirt throwing off the chains, his guards at the ſant 
time unmaſk, and diſcover themſelves to be REvX at. 
bo, Rurvs, and BrvNa. . 
— His cup runs over. Hold, | 
Thou matchleſs maid! delight of Heav'n and men! 
{ yet am free, am able to protect thee. 


MaAcDoNALD. 


_ Where are the guards ?—confuſion ! I'm betrayid 
[ His men ſtand aſtoniſh'd. 


Epwix. 
No, tyrant! no, it is avenging juſtice, 


REYNALDO. 


My father's ghoſt cries vengeance : yet, inſpire 
Thy drooping ſlaves, and let them ſtill defend thee. | 


Or die or conquer. 
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MACDONALD. | 
For ſhame! be men, and let not boys 


{ Makes a puſh at EDwin. 


Mex: 


2—.—-We Will, 


 {RevnaLDo, Rurvs, BRVYNA, and Mac- 
DONAIL D's men fight, and exeunt. 


EDVIN. 


CarHERINE. 
Enchantment all! can I believe mine eyes! 


 MacponarD. 


* 


Thou art a coward, thou a ruffian----elſe 


| Diſguis'd thou hadft not come. 


K E 
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EpwiIx. 


X aame to prove 

My Cath'rine's conſtancy, to know the bent 
And ſirmneſs of her love, which thy brib'd ſlaves 
Swore was corrupted, chang'd, and giv'n to thee; 
And tho 1 might have ſworn her true, yet well 
1 knew thy helliſh nature; knew that ſoon 
As I appear'd in arms, thou, to revenge. 
'Thyſelf on me, hadſt ſheath'd thy ſword in her. 
Each buſh contain'd a fury I beliey'd. 
Thy hungry clan were wholly here, and all 
The fry below to ſhield thy wickedneſs. 
Were a ruffian like thyſelf, I might! 
With caſe have ſtabb'd thee while I ſeem'd in chains; 
But Rill I ſpurn'd the thought, tho? thy foul crimes 
EntitPd thee to meet no better fate; 
Crimes known to me; crimes that might ſtrike ther 

dumb, 
Might pang thee through; but that thy brutal heat 
Is proof *gainſt all remorſe. I came to find 


And prove thee ripe for vengeance---Kneel, or ſtrike 


2 


U 


5 


'To thee, to me, and to a hundred more, 


In the ſame ſnare I've ſet for ever gone! 
Curs'd chance. perfidious fortune when I thought 

Td gain'd the ſummit of my utmoſt wiſhes, 

When all the lux'ry of a woman's charms, 
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MACDONALD. 
Vain-glorious upſtart! thou commandeſt well, 


And J obey thee once to thy confuſion : . 
And to thy torment hear, that maid is falſe 


And thou art falſer ſtill-.--Perdition ſeize thee !.--- 
[ Deſperately ſpringing forward. 


 Epwin. 


Then let the falſeſt > PR | 
[MACDONALD lui. 


MAcDoNALp. 


——.-O J am caught | 


When all the ſtores for which ambition ſighs, 1 = 
Were ſpread before me on thy lap; thou driv'lt = 
Me to en by an orphan” s hand | 


260 EDWIN AND CATHERINE. 


Diſtraction !—agony O for 2 bolt— 

That would at once to pieces tear the globe, 

That this curs'd couple might not miſs to fall, 

But inſtant periſh in Macdonald's fight ! 
53 [ Diet. 


EDPwWINV. 


Unhappy man! thy fate I truly pity, 


CATHERINE, 
My love! my guardian angel !------- 
Epwix, 


--------- Faithful maid! 
See the big tear roll in the warrior's eye! 
The tear of joy to find thee ſtill upright 
Ihe tear of grief for my unjuſt ſuſpicions ! 
Ho could I try thy matchleſs virtues in 
So harſh a manner! canſt thou then forgive me? 
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CATHERINE. 


O yes, dear youth; you've ſuffer'd more than 
| I've done. 
For me you've ſought the hoſtile deathful field ; 
For me you're now deform'd with many a ſcar, 
and now have ſuffer'd all th* inſulting ſcorn 
Of a profane barbarian for me. 


EDWIN. 


O tranſport! rapture! bliſs beyond compare! 
Here, folded in thy ſnowy arms, I'll loſe 
All fight of woe. In Love's chryſtalline ſtreams 
Il waſh my heart from ev'ry jealous thought; 
And ev'ry wound Pl count a glorious badge 

To honour, and to ſweeten future life. 


Enter REYNAL Do, EUPHRESIA, RUFUs, and BRYNA. 


Now all is well: the loom 3 1s parting: and 
Death ſtalks away well pleas'd.—.—. 
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i | EDWIN. | 


Hail, happy pair! 
Hail, valiant friends !-roonooormen 


Rurus and BRYNA, NT 
—.—All hail, Pomona's 1 
. REyNALDo. 
There bleeds the lion, and the roaring cubs 
Have none of them eſcap'd : two fell, the reſt 


Surrender'd ; which, with thoſe we ſtript before 
Lie in the priſon bound... 


18 
EKEourkRESLIA. 
Our toils are o'er. 
How ſweet 3 is pleaſure when tis earn'd with pain 
8 


FTDwWIN. 


We all have known adverſity, we all 
Have croſs'd a rolling ſea with dangers fraught: 
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But now the ſtorms ſubſide, the aue Hleep, . 

And a fair haven opens to our view, 

Where, crown'd with love and happineſs, we'llreign. 


CATHERINE. 


I'm loſt in wonder at thy ways, O Heav'n! 
Thy ways inſcrutable, tho? dark, ſtill juſt! 
Awake, my heart, with gratitude and praiſe, 
And love; for ſtill pure love ſhall conquer all. 


 Ruevs, 
May we retire to have the ſtiffenꝰd corpſe , 


Of Lord M Gregor carried to the hall. 
Bare to the winds, amid yon grove it lies. 


EDwWIN. 
nl Yes: your fidelity and noble courage 7 
Shall amply be rewarded. Go, my friends. 
[ Exit Rurus and BR&YNA, 


To CATHERINE. 


| Weep on, my love! theſe filent tears proclaim 
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The greatnefs of thy mind. He was thy fire, 
And tho? found guilty, blinde&by that wretch 

| To quit the path of rectitude, he claims 

The tear of Nature, and the figh of ſorrow. 
But I'm thy huſband, Fm thy guard thro? life. 
Let us be ardent in the glorious practice 

Of Heav'n- born virtue; then, when Nature fails, 
To yon fair fields we'll wing our flight together, 
Where Love, and Joy, and Virtue ever reign. 


RENYNAL DO. 


1 weep his exit: I lament the way 
In and by which he fell : but why, it was 
Th' unalterable, fix d decree of Fate. 
Th* Almighty hath declar'd that conſcious guilt 
Shall never go unpuniſh'd. Virtue is 
His darling gem, and only meets reward. 
Tho' Vice may triumph, Virtue ſeem to ſink 
Beneath his paw to Death's devouring brink: 
Yet, like a radiant Cherub, ſhe'll ariſe, 
Tread on her foes, and reach her Native ſkies. 
Exeunt ones. 


65. 
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« But wrapt in error is the human mind, 
& And human bliſs is ever inſecure. 

% Know ye what fortune yet remains behind ? 
% Know ye how long the preſent ſhall endure !”? 


"ROM the warm hurry, uſeful care and toil 

Of buſineſs, whereby induſtry and truth, 

Eſteem and wealth are purchas'd, which I truſt 

Thou now art richly reaping, deign to turn 

A moment, and recal the man by thee 

Once term'd a friend; or if the guileful ſcenes, 

Entitled pleaſure, or amuſement, which 

The city ſpreads, high. pictur'd and ſet off 

With ev'ry faſcinating art, have caught 

Thy youthful heart (which Heav'n forbid), O turn, 
6 if 
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Eugenio! turn, and lend a patient ear 
Unto my humble ſong, whoſe numbers now 
Io mournful ſtrains of grief are only tun'd. 


From balmy ſleep refreſh'd, I once could ſpring, 
Cheerful and careleſs as the mountain lark, 
Exulting in the beam of morn : my days, 

| Tho? buſy, were delightful ; joyful hopes 
 Crown'd ev'ry paſſing hour; and peaceful as 
The ſweetly cloſing ſummer eve, I could 

Again lie down in undiſturb'd repoſe. 

But now the ſad reverſe takes place: a cloud, 

A frownipg cloud, thick, broad, and ſwelling, blots, 
Fach pleaſing proſped out, and on my head 
Pours a x rough ceaſeleſs wint'ry ſtorm of woe. 


Ah me! too high, too tender, gay and ſweet 
Was my felicity, to flouriſh long | 
In this diſorder'd clime, where Fortune ſits 
The giddy ruler. In her downy lap 
Secure I ſeem'd to lie, nor ever thought 
The gaudy favours her own fair right hand 


Had cull'd, with ſo much care, and heapt upon me, 


Should be ſo ſoon with cauſeleſs cruel rage 


— FF = 
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All blaſted by the other. Fickle Dame! 
Take warning here, thou inexperienc'd youth, 
And never truſt her, tho” ſhe ſeem to wear 
A form as radiant as a gueſt from Heav'n. 


By thee Polinus and Vermina once 
Were known, eſteem d, and prais'd. Their e, 
then, 
Juſt i in the bud, were only by a few 
Surrounding nice obſervers ſeen ; but ſince, 
How did they riſe! How ſoon they ſtood diſclos'd 
(Amazing growth!) in all the richneſs of | 
Unrivall'd bloom! A clear unruffled mind, 
An ample, grateful, ever-faithful heart; : 
Genius refin'd, and bold wiſdom profound; 
True honour, ſocial converle, ſprightly wit, 
And ſound unoſtentatious worth were his; 
Her's' were the whole compleat accompliſhments 
That dignify the ſofter ſex. A foul, 
By virtue's rays illumin'd, rais'd ſublime, 
Far, far above the narrow ſphere of this 
Beclouded ſpot, on contemplation's wings 
For ever bounding, ardent to regain 
Her happy native realms ; a boſom ſtor'd 
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With ev'ry noble feeling; vivid, warm 

And tender; pure devotion ; pity ſoft; 
Mild bluſhing modeſty, and glowing love: 
No inward ſtorm, by lawleſs paſſions rais'd, 
O'erturn'd the quiet breaſt ; but innocence 
Sweet thro? the temper ſtill diffus'd a free 
Engaging cheerfulneſs, by ſolid ſenſe, 
Delightful talk, and liyely taſte enhanc'd. 

Her form the boaſt of nature ; harmoniz'd, 
Enliven'd, beautify'd, and finiſh'd off 
With ev'ry native, rare, unſullied charm 

That fair perfection needs. O what a look! 
An artleſs, conquering, humble, heav'nly look, 
Enough to fire the frozen heart of Age; 

Tame the rude ſavage; melt his horrid breaſt 
To infant ſoftneſs, and make daring vice 

_ Ev'n droop before it, check'd, abaſh'd, and aw'd. 


Such were the youthful two: from tongue to 
tongue | 5 
Their laviſh praiſes in ſweet muſic flow'd, 
Sincere and high the wond'ring country round. 
Vile Slander only filence kept. He with 
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His pois' nous is mother, Envy, frowning ſat 
And gnaw'd his nail, but durk not mouth a word, 


Think ches; Eugenio, when the kind regard 
Of others was ſo great, what, what was mine ? 
When they eſteem'd, imagine I ador'd ; 

When theirs was admiration, mine were high 
Extatic raptures not to be deſcrib'd, 

For, oh! the ties that bound my willing heart 
Were infinitely ſtronger ; they were all 

The countleſs tender ties that fervent love 

And holy friendſhip know, ſpun by the hand 

Of heay'n, and twin'd:in one ſoft, ſacred, firm, 
Indiſſoluble band, that ſtrengthen'd {till 

By wearing. For tho? all that knew the pair 
Might have believ'd them for each other form'd; 
Vet, (O luxurious bliſs !) they both were mine. 
He was my early-choſen, well-try'd friend; 
My pattern, counſellor, ſupport, and guide; 
My joy in ſolitude ; my ſhield againſt 

The force of injury; my mirror true, 
That ſhew'd me till the moſt impartial views 
Of my defects, my beſt aſſiſtant in _ 

The buſtling maze of buſineſs, and my ſure 
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Aſſylum in diſtreſs. His generous breaſt 

Was ever open to my ſearch; and yet 
It was a cabinet where well I could 
Depoſite all my private thoughts, and count 
Them ſafe as in my own. O what a rich, 
Ineſtimable treaſure! ſuch as gold 
Can never buy, as few on earth enjoy, 
And ſuch as 1 could never prize enough. 
She, by mild Nature's ſweet reſiſtleſs laws; 
By the chaſte mutual flame which long had glow'd 
With hallowed ardour, by the mutual vows 
Of love and conſtancy, that ev'ry grove 
And ſtream of our reſort had witneſſed oft; 
That guardian ſpirits ſeem'd to hear well pleas'd, 
And judging Heav'n had mark'd and ſeal'd above, 
Was {till more dear, {till more compleatly mine. 


Tho? he was knit unto me, tho' I would 
Not have reſign'd him for Golconda's wealth, 
Nor Cæſar's ſceptre; yet in her I found 
A ſomething ſtill more exquiſitely ſweet, 
That, (when I thought or gaz'd upon her charms, 
Liſten'd the muſic of her voice, or claſpt 
Her form angelic) ran thro? all my nerves, 
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Open'd afreſh the crimſon fluices of 

My fondly-beating heart, and fill'd all with. 
A high tranſporting flow of pure delight 
Ineffable and boundleſs : all my ſoul 

Was melted, fir'd, ſublim'd, and raviſh'd 
By the myſterious ſtealing mighty pow'r, 


Who then ſo bleſs'd as I? the concave blue 
Spread ſpacious out, encompaſling the globe, 
Cover'd no mortal, envy'd then by me, 
Light flew the time, the downy-footed hours 
Unnumber d, almoſt unperceiv'd, ſtole on. 
All ſeem'd a gay Elyſium round: but, ah! 
'Twas but the ſhort, deceitful, ſunny calm 
That brightens round th' unſkilful paſſenger, 
Bound for ſome wiſh'd- for port: who, while the ſea 
Continues calm, and ſun-beams warmly play 
On its ſmooth ſurface, hugs himſelf in caſe, 

His inexperience dreams not of the ſtorm 

That's brewing faſt before him in the {ky, 
Nor thinks of ought but joy, till all the wide 
Horizon round is wrapt in frightful gloom, 

And the wild tempeſt of diſtracted winds, 

Of bellowing thunders, deathful flames, and foul 
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Impetuous torrents, burſt upon his hat 

Heave the ſtrong roaring ſurge to heav'n, and fix 
The ſpeechleſs wretch in horror. Such a blind 
 Vathinking youth was I; and ſuch the ſtorm 
That then deſcended on me. O Eugenio ! ; 

How ſhall I tell the tragical event. 


Twas when the ſun 1 was ſunk beyond the brow 
Of lofty Calkan, that by ſober Eve, 
Invited, urg'd by reſtleſs love, and grac'd 

By fair Vermina's hand, I took my laſt 
Delighting walk unto th' accuſtom'd bow'r ; 

The bow'r that oft had ope'd its leafy arms | 
1 embrace us both, and hide us from the jeer 

Of the cenſorious world, that oft had heard 
And anſwer'd our fond ſighs, what time the breeze 
Play d round its balmy ſides. Thither arriv'd, 
On the ſoft graſſy couch we ſat us down, 
And the full. flowing ſoul in ev'ry word, 

And ev'ry look, ſent out reciprocal. 
O*twas a tender hour! our paſſions then, 
Without a jar, were all attun'd to love. 

Vet when I warmly preſt her to appoint 
The happy day that ſhould behold us link'd 
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In wedlock's golden chain, with ſharp-edg'd wit 
She cut each argument that I could uſe 

In uſcieſs pieces. Tho? th' unconſcious ſigh, 

That now and then oft heav'd her glowing breaſt, 
And the approving glance that oft eſcap'd 

Her twinkling eyes, would have convinc'd a youth 
Not wrapt in love like me, that ev'ry thought 
Gainſay'd' her eloquence. A while ſhe ſtrove, 

Or feem'd to ſtrive, to conquer love, and me. 
Then as if bent to ſtrike me dumb with joy, 

And whelm with extacy my hurried ſoul, 

She ſaid, her heart was wholly mine, and ere 
The infant falling moon had fill'd her horn, 


The prieſt ſhould by the Hymencal knot 


Fulfil our wiſhes, ſanction each deſire, 
And make us happy both; or death alone 


| Should hinder. Figure to yourſelf the flood 


Of tranſports that broke Woſe within me then? 
'Twas bliſs in the extreme; almoſt too great 
For mortal ſtrength to bear. With eager arms 
I held her to my breaſt, and on her charms, 
RedoubFd by the ſweet confuſed glow 

Of roſy bluſhes that o'erſpread her cheek, 

At what ſhe'd utter'd could have gaz d for ever. 
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But ſoon intruding raſhly on our bliſs, 

Th' unwelcom'd hour of parting came: I blam'd 

Old hoary Time, and all his meſſengers, 

So ſlow when wanted moſt, ſo haſty when 

We wiſh their ſtay but for a moment. 

Full of rage at them, and tenderneſs for her, 

I with a fault'ring tongue pronounc'd the ſharp, 
The cruel word farewell Then bade them drive 
Ten thouſand times more faſt than eber they flew 

From happy lovers, in their happieſt hour, 

And bring that beſt of nights, when I might call 

Vermina all my own; then ſleep as long 

As the condemned wretch would wiſh the night 

That's prior to his execution. Oft 

As I withdrew, I turn'd and tear d 

The lovely keeper of my heart, whoſe ſteps 

The graces all attended. Calmly ſhe 

Walk'd on, as if in meditation wrapt, 

Nor once return'd a look, till quite conceal'd 
From any eye but mine, beneath the boughs 

Of two tall trees, that at the farther end 

Of the green open walk embow'ring grew. | 
There turning round, unthinking I beheld, 

On the dark grove, that we had newly left, 
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She fix'd her ſteady eyes, and ſeem d to ſay: 
“ Bloom on, ſweet bow'r! for ever freſh and gay 
« Be thy ſerene retreats. May no rank thoughts, 
« By night or day, defile thy viſitors. 
May actions guileful, barb*rous, and unchaſte 
From thy ſoft boſom be excluded far. 
Let never blood thy verdant honours ſtain, 
« Nor corpſe of any kind, nor troubled ghoſt 
ce Near thy pure peaceful manſions ſhock the view. 
Fut be to meditation, ſolitude, | 
„ Truth, virtue, honour, innocence, delight, 
And love, for ever ſacred. Tho' I need 
No longer ſteal from home to catch the hour 
_ « By Corydon appointed; when to charm 
My raptur'd ear with gentle tales of love, 
On thy enamell'd ſeats he waited my 
Approach, with all the fond impatience of 
* An anxious lover, toſs d *twixt hope and fear; 
e Yet will I oft, when ruddy pinion'd morn 
* Adorns the eaſt ; or when mild Evening draws 
Her filken curtains round, gemm'd richly o'er 
With dewy ſtars: then yet Lil often leave 
6 The thoughtleſs noiſe, and hurry of the w orld, 
And underneath thy fragrant canopy, 
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t Sole ſitting, muſe on objects that concern 

“ Along eternity beyond the grave. 

r Or bleſs'd with him, the partner of my lot, 

“ Congratulate each other's happineſs, 

Improve each other's minds, and make the road 

“Of life ſeem eaſy, till together we 

5 Both ripe in virtue, and in years, lay down 

* Our tenements of duſt, and lightly wing 

* The gladſome way to that thrice-happy land, 
e Where all the juſt, the good and holy dwell, 

And nothing that's impure can ever come.“ 


All this and more her attitude expreſs'd, 
Then, as entranc'd in heav*nly viſion, lean'd | 
Back on the ſycamore with eyes upturn'd, 
And onde in ev'ry n as if 
To the All. Glorious Source of lors and } joy, 
And the fair fabric only left behind. 


Long in this noble, ſolemn, ſweet employ 

| {Known only to a few), the beauteous faint 
Remain'd. Ev'n when ſhe left the hallowed ſpot, 

And ſoftly ſlipt away, her ev'ry thought 


And in return to draw immortal draughts 


Strange ice, or adamant, muſt that cold heart 


I could have ſtay'd, and followed with my view 
The dear, dear maid! ev'n till my eye: ſtrings, ſtrain'd 
Beyond their proper bounds, had broke, and both 
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Seem'd {till to climb unwearied to the ſkies, 


Of unembitter'd conſolations down. 


Delightful intercourſe! can there be aught_ 


On earth fo truly great, ſo wiſe as this, 

To hold communion with, and lean on Him 
Whom ſeraphs, with their faces vail'd, adore? 
Who can diſpoſe of the celeſtial thrones, 

The ſeats of glory, and th' infernal cells 

Of awful wrath, according to his juſt, 

Unerring pleaſure. Sure that ſoul thus Join'd, 
Nor feels the wild tumultuous racking ſtorms 
Of warring paſſions, nor can fear the frowns 
Of adverſe Fortune, or the blaſts of Hell. 


And ſuch Vermina ſurely was. Of what 


Be form'd, that could not love her ? but tho? all 
The world had lov'd; yet never, never one 


Could then have lovd like me. O Heav' ns! how 
long 
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The ſparkling balls been in a dark. thick film 
Wrapt up, a, and uſeleſs for ever. 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the envious s portals of 
Her rural dwelling hid her from my fight. 
A heavy ſigh, ſent from my inmoſt breaſt, 
Fled after on th officious breeze: two tears, 
That ready ſtood, dropt down two globes of dew, 
No cauſe I could aſſign. Then turning round, 
Beneath the luſtre of night's lucid lamps, 
| That ne'er before I thought ſo richly trimm'd 
(All doubly bright; as if on purpoſe to 
Rejoice with me), I ſought my filent home : 
And full of dear ideas, full of joys 
That ſtood reflection's touch-ſtone, on my couch, 
Soft, peaceful, and contented, laid me down. 
There on the new-ſhut ſcene a pleaſing while 
I ruminating lay. Each melting word, 
Each moving action, and each peerleſs grace 
I ſcann'd afreſh with growing pleaſure, till 
O'er all my ſenſes gentle handed Sleep © 
Diffus'd his cordial llumbers. But tho all 
My frame, devoid of ſtrength, inactive, lay 
Amid his ſtill pavilion, wholly char ad 
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By the ſtrong magic of his dewy wand, 

And fable downy wings that o'er me hung; 
Yet ſoon unrein d imagination mock'd 

His pow 'r, too feeble, and to fairy fields 

Of gaily pictur d viſionary bliſs, 

More light than zephyr fle w 
—————|t ſeem'd the time | 
When my blooming May ſheds all her ſweets | 
In full profuſion; clothes in fine array 

Rejoicing earth; wafts all her odours; pours 
Out all her muſic; and in ev'ry breaſtt 
Enkindles all the fleeping fires of love. 5 
'Twas then methought, when evening crimſon d all 
The balmy. breathing weſt, that in a bow'r, 
With violets edg'd, and jeſſamine inwove, 

I with Vermina ſat. Not far remov'id 

From either hand a tuneful nightingale 

Sat ſinging ſoft a melancholy ſog 

Of love and woe: inſpired by their lays, 

The ſeaſon and the place, we figh'd, and lock d, 
And talk d our warming innocent defires, 
With all the heart · felt, exquiſite delight 

That ever poet feign'd; or lovers knew. 
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Anon the ſcene, . as my fancy, chang'd, 
And on the mazy margin of a black, 
Deep, rapid river, to my eyes unknown, 8000. 
We careleſs wander d. Flow'rs of every hue. 
Bedeck'd the banks: at each diſtinguiſh'd plot 
I ſtopt, and cull'd the faireſt, to adorn 
Her braided hair, and fairer, ſweeter breaſt. 1 
As on we ſtray d, oft on the big · ſwoln fi 4 2 % 
She caſt an eager eye, and keener ſtill 
Eſſay d to penetrate the thick dark 3 

That ſeem'd to bury all the farther ſhore. _ 
On the rewards of virtue much ſhe talk d, 815 
And much to ponder { ſeem'd; till Wang n * 
The hoary ſummit of a maſſy rock, 
That, pointed o'er a nb el Foun 


3 


* ” 
1 ; 
— _ 


3 
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Tremendous, ſhe again ſtopt ſhort, and bent 5 


Her heav'n illumin d eyes o'er the wild wave, 


More fix*d, more ardent than before. I begg'd 
To know the cauſe; when (O myſterious Fate) 
To my unmatch'd amazement, a bright. form, 


Joo radiant for a mort al eye, appear d, 
And over the thrice- awful precipice 


Quick hurl'd her down——then into Viewlels i air 


Evaniſh'd. As a lump of ſtupid ſtone 
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I tood a barren moment: then, with grief 

And rage all frantic, ſought the giddy brink, 

Reſolv d to follow, with my wretched life, 

The only comfort of it now no moren 

When to my ſtartled eye the gloom diſclosd, 

And on the diſtant ſhore a paradiſe, = 

That language only would profane, roſe: 

Where amongſt countleſs myriads, dazzling hoſts 

Of happy beings, my Vermina walk d, 

Ten thouſand'times more fair than e' er my moſt 

Exalted fancy figur'd her before. D'Y 

With a reproving frown, mixt with a ſmile 

Celeſtial, ſhe ſurvey'd me: and forbade 

The raſh unpardonable deed, that would 

For ever ſtop my entrance to thoſe climes 

Of endleſs glory, harmony, and love. 

Meantime, behind the rock where I remain 'd, 

Shrill and melodious, methought, I heard 

The voice of young Polinus, my dear friend, 

Sweet as a vernal breath from lilies fann'd, 

lt haſty cry'd, © I come, I come, I come.” 

At which Vermina took the golden harp 

That trembled by her fide; and wak'd a high 

Tranſporting ſtrain, join'd-nimbly by the whole 
N n 
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Exulting quirez; till all the e hills, 
And flo ry plains with the new an 


The mulic, far too po xful for the erg 


Of rack d imagination, wak d me, with 


The waking dawn in all th*unfertled ſtir. 


The hurried chaos of confounded thought, 
Perplex'd and penſive all the live. dong days. 5. 
In unfrequented woods 1 tov'd lone, 
Regardleſs whither : with returning err 

I fought the bow r, but nothing of 1 


Appear d to calm my turbid mind. Al _ 5 


My pillow was again the buſy haunt | 

Of dreams diſorder'd: to another hy 

Sleep gave me up uneaſed, unrefreſh'd; 

Dark doubts and boding fears beclouded all 

My former gaiety, and hourly rais dd 
A hundred hydra ſhapes before my paimd 

Internal fight. I cœuld no longer bear 

The hard, ſevere ſuſpenſe; ſo was reſolv'd 

To ſee the fabje& of my thoughts at N 

And or confirm or baniſh my fear. 


Poſleſs d of wy I was out to leave 
My unenjoy'd abode, and fy to hers, 
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Afraid, and yet impatient of the hour, 

when from her ſnowy hand à letter came. 

Alarm'd, o'erjoy'd; alt in à dubious kalte b 
kiſs d t impreflion; ſig d and tore it up, 

And there (O Hrering Api 94 fill found cs 

health, ; 7 

Grave wiſdom/ 2oddndls, and e love 

Were ker divine attendants. Yet 'twas but 

A half- compleated comfort, like the reſt 

Of ſublunary pleafortesy daſh d with Cans. 

For to a diſtant vilh, far remote J 5 ö 

From me, and frons the world, 1 found her gone 15 

T attend the laſt expiring moments of 

A yourhful, vittuous, well. beloved frietd- 

The unſeen fudden ſtep, fond, tim rops love 

Accourited eruel: all her promiſes | . 

Of quick return, and vo to keep the day 

Appointed for our nuptials, ſcarcely could 

Awake my ſlumb' ring reaſon; to believe | 

The deed beneyotetit of laudable, 

Tho * dilcermers might have dera it fich. 


Each morthur was in vain. Cold pos bad 
Fix'd her lean forin before ine; and old Tine 
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* 7 
2 « 
s N ; 


Could only drive the hateful bag away. 


Heavy and ſpiritleſs the days roll'd on; 


A ſullen ſettl'd gloom, olt tempeſt-torn, 


Involv'd the nights. I meaſur'd and 1 chi 5 2 
The lazy moments. Relatiues and friends, 


Or with an ill-tim'd 5 jeer or dry harangue 


- Rebuk'd my dulneſs. Books that wont to nie 


My kindling heart to rapture, _ HAY 
Inſipid all. Polinus only was e lt 
(Tho' ſeldom preſent to my elke) 

The precious cordial, kind Kkteve, 5 


The Hyecteſt ſoother bf; 1. cn a woes. 


At length the morning previous to the 1 is 
Where all my expectations grew, arrivd, 


And with it from Vermina's father braught 


A wildly-glaring, doleful meſſenge, 
The picture of his embaſſy. He bade 

Me ſummon all my fortitude, and come 

To pay the laſt fad viſit to my love. 


Speechleſs I fell; then, balfrecov'ring; . 


And is my life my ſoul's inhabitant 


For ever gone ?——He ſaid, not yet he hop'd; 


But that, laſt night, ſick to a high degree . 
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Of the ſame fever that had ſlain her friend. 
She was brought home: and when he left the won 
Was worſe. and worſe. The reſt he Bir fear d. . 
Mad at the fellow's unconnected tale, 
That gave me ſuch delay, without one word - 
I nimbly hy'd me to the mournful place, _ 
The ſeat of tears and trouble. There, (O Heav'ns! 
How ſhall I e' er deſcribe th unequal ſcene 35 
Smiling in agony Vermina lay, 2 
As the mild lily or the humid roſe, 
Half. broke by brawling winds, and ads hid 
Amongſt rough wounding thorns : ſo ſhe appear 'd: 
Meek reſignation, lively hopes, and Arm 3-2 
Unclouded faith fat lovely in her look, 
As ſilver Cynthia eyes the troubled. wave, | 
| Swell'd by her influence, ſo ſweetly look'd. 4 + 
On me, commotion'd all, the dying. fair; 
And taking up my hand ſhe wrung it hard, 
Eflaying thrice to ſpeak the full tide 
Of lab' ring thoughts that flooded all her foul; 
And thrice her fault'ring tongue, ſo lately tun 4 | 
To harmony, refus'd its office. Qbt ©: 

What were my feelings then ; the piercing pangs . 
That tore my ſwelling boſom! ? all the gems 


That ever fparkP& on à mofarch s brow; .. 
It purchiaſe fbr che ſame unruſſ'd peace 
And blooming hopes that I had lately de, 
Would ſurely have been gain unſpeakable. 
At length, the fell diſeuſe, x tranſient while = 
Laid by his furious rage, and faintly ſhe * 

| W theſe mY us regent words? 
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" 0 rd der yooiteh: Thou beſt beo 

* Of all beneath the ſtars: weep” ock and me. 
% Ledby 4 bleeding Deity, 180 R610, 
. To far, fat other fields; far other bow'rs 
Than e'er our loves have known, eg * 
e Th' enliv' ning atomiltic breezes meet 
« My longing ſpirit; all che anf d bos 
< ſee in ſhining pKkndours ſtand prepar d 
Jo hail my entrance 6n the bliſsful more. 
<< Be ſteady, fim, and ardent in the i 
Of piety and virtue: lean ow Him 

« Who rear'd and rules the BOundlefs OY 1 
And crimfonꝰd CA ꝰTY 's ſumthits with His blood. 
Then tho? forbid to blefs each other mich 


« In this dtm. f ghted, ever-jartivg world, 


of 4 * . 
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« We ſhall exe long all pure and perſect mect, 
« Where on os neyer, * bee. . 


Few were 5 _ v eine aaa 
That I could utter, Bll the found che cold 
Damp hang of Neath. approach. We e 1 


Dear ſadly-ſweet embrace. Then as the ſun 
Leaves, the bewilder'd traveller ; or as | 

The beamy Heſperus, departing o'er _ 

The wood-crown'd ſummit of a diſtant bill, 

She bade her friends, the world, and me adieu. 


| Whey the fiſt wild © extrayagance * wy 
Had ſpent its rayings, and 19 painful dump 
Reflection turn” d: I thought upon my friend, 
The wiſe Pohays, With unequal Reps 
I ought his much loyd preſence, to pour all 
My woes into his fympathetic breaſt. 
But ſurely Fortune had been ſtudying long 
What way to whet her ings, and in what gulpa 
Of miſery to daſ me? O how hall! 
I ſpeak the horrid word! I found him dead — 
Outſtretch'd and pallid lay his Riffen'd corpſe? 
A ſudden blow, from death's relentleſs arm, 
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10 all his vernal bloom, had ſtruck him down, 


With not a moment to ſolicit Heav'n 
For ſafe admittance there. So have I ſeen 


The ſtately ribuntain:pine caſt down and nd 


14 
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In all its glory, by the rapid flaſh, - 
Or the fierce fury of the Bene black + 


Eugenio, blame me not for having drawn 
That vail of filence o'er my ſuff rings, then 
Too great to be related. Let . own. 
Imagination, in her fulleſt powr, 1 
Unfold the cov'ring, enter awd, and ſee, 


See what 'm now from what, ah! what 128 F 


O mem ry! mem' ry! when wilt thou begone, 


And leave me to myſelf? when wilt thou ceaſe 


To pull the tender ſtrings that hold my heart, 
With ſuch rapacious, ſuch tormenting force? 


Tou have a fair one too, who merits well 


Your kind regard. Perhaps a youthful friend | 


nm 
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Poſleſt of the ſame claims is alſo yours; 

Yet build not there your happineſs. It fo, 

Till prove a baſeleſs fabric: and when moſt 

It ſeems to tow r, all brilliant to the view, 

Strong as th' enormous ſea-ſurrounded rock, 

Will mock your hopes, and tumble down like mine, 
A heap of dreary ruins.— Take the words 
Of Night's Immortal ſweetly- ſinging Bard: 

« They build too low, who build beneath the ſtars.” 
Beware, beware of ſuff'ring the vain pomp, 

The paultry wealth, the empty honours, and 

Falſe, fleeting pleaſures of a ſyren world 

To captivate your mind. Oft from the gay, 
Unthinking, reſtleſs, time-deftroying throng, 

With ſolitude, that wiſdom-teaching maid, 
Retire: ſhe will inform your youthful heart 

Of virtue; of itſelf; tame ev'ry looſe 

Unruly paſſion, and acquaint your ſoul 

With all that's great; with happineſs and Heav'n. 


— 


1 


S TANZ ASC 
On Isa1an Ixiii. 1. 


JF 10'S this that ſo majeſtic. like 
Appears from Edom's land ? 


That more than other objects far 


Mention doth command? 


Whoſe robes, deep-dipt in crimſon are, 
Whoſe form outvies the day ? 


| Where glories inexpreſſive ſhine, 


And mildeſt graces play ? 


Who comes in ſtrength, a matchleſs ſtrength, 
That holds Almighty wrath! 
Binds flaming Hell, and ſlays the grim, 
Tyrannic champion, Death? 


N 


"Tis He (myſtcrious, wond'rous truth!) 
By whom Heav'n, Earth, Sea, Air, 
And all that boundleſs ſpace contains, 
At firſt created were 


Who with one glance ſurveys the whole; 
Who rules them with a nod; 
Whom all adore, obey, and own, 
As the ETERNAL GOD. 


If Horeb's mountain flam'd and ſhook, 
When he but touch'd its head; 
What ſtays the land of Edom now, 
From trembling by His tread ! 


It is the ſweet complacent ſmile, 

That ſits upon his face; 
His boundleſs love (tranſporting words!) 
And rich, all- pow'rful grace. 


Theſe bleſs with ſtreams the barren waſte, 
Make ſpicy herbs to bloom; 

Make Lebanon and Carmel fill 
The clouds with ſweet perfume. 
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STAND AS. 


Hark! Heav'n's high hoſts aſtoniſh'd ſhout, 


To fee their Maker ſtay 
With ſinful men, and to the ſeats 
Of bliſs prepare their way. 


And ſhould not mortals bear a part, 
And with warm rapture raiſe 

To ſuch Beneficence a hymn 

Of gratitude and praiſe. 


And, O my foul! ne'er, ne'er forget 


The darling, ſacred theme 


But let thy ev'ry inmoſt thought 


Give glory to His Name. 


That when this earthly houſe diſſolves, 


Thou may'ſt aſcend and ſing 
A perfect, never-ending ſong, 
To Heav'n's ETERNAL KING. 


ARB ANU S. 


HE winter's day, fatigu'd with ſtorms, was fled, 
And night, ſtill threat ning more, began to 
reign; 5 
The wheeling clouds, ſtill with new vapours fed, 
| Drove wildly on, then burſt, and pour'd again; 


Till tir'd with rage the weary winds were huſh'd, 
The moon peep'd wanly out, and then a ſtar, 

And by degrees the ſkies were cleanly bruſh'd, 
And the light northern meteors wav'd afar. 


When all alone the ſage Arbanus ſtood, 

Half leaning on the rock that roof d his cave, 
And overhang the rolling briny flood, 

Whoſe broken waves were heard afar to rave. 
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Twice forty winters o'er his head had flown, 
(A head now hoary as their falling ſnows) 
In which he many a change of life had known, 

Its honours, pleaſures, heavieſt cares, and woes. 


Deep ſix'd in penſive muſing, he a while 
Seem'd each departed day afreſh to ſcan; 
Then rais'd a look all ſorrowful and pale, 
To the broad moon, and ſighing thus began. 


Alas! for what on earth has man been form'd! 
For care, for grief, for ſtern diſeaſe and pain! 
Like ſome bewilder'd veſſel, tofs'd and ſtormd 

Amid the ſurges of that foaming main. 


The ſeeds of guilt, produce the thorns of woe, 
And both coeval with his days ariſe; 

What then can he be ever ſaid to know, 
But a torn boſom and o'crflowing eyes? 


The ſeats where affluence triumphant reigns, 
Where eaſe and grandeur only ſeem to laſt; 
Are they untouch'd by Care's entangling chains? 
Are they ſecur'd from Sorrow's baleful blaſt? 
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Tho? the inhabitants, round ſparkling bowls, 
Can hear the tempeſt idly rave along, 

A fiercer ſtorm oft deſolates their ſouls, 
And drives their warm defenceleſs paſſions wrong. 


The ſcepter'd potentate, enrob'd i in gold, _. 
| Rever'd and prais'd by ev'ry tongue he hears, 
Is oft, by wild ambitious pride controul'd, 
Or ſhook by ar anxious doubts: and reſtleſs fears, 


His ceremonious, complimenting court, 
Seems love embraces, joy, and concord all; 

Yet, ah! *tis ſtill the ſecret foul reſort | 
Of malice, guilt, and envy, drunk with gall. 


The warrior treads one hard continued round, 
Of hardſhip, danger, toil, and rough diſtreſs; 
Calm quiet, and ſmooth peace, are never found 

Where Mars preſents his ſour, terrific face. 


The merchant's richeſt hopes, built high and gay, 
Are by an angry wave, or guſt of wind, 

Oft in a moment wholly ſwept away, 

And fruitleſs murmurs only left behind. 
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The man of wealth, cloſe brooding o'er his ſtores, 
May ſtrive to ſteal an hour of gentle reſt; 
But ſoon for food inſatiate av rice roar * ) 
Again he ſtarts to calm the rav'nous gueſt. 


The votaries of pleaſure ſind, amid | 
Their mirth and muſic, wine and wanton joy, 
Remorſe and diſappointment lightly hid, 
| Whoſe poiſon'd ſtings at once the whole deſtroy. 


Thoſe who for bliſs the maze of-bus'nefs run, 
Involv'd for ever in perplexing cares; 

To difficulties and misfortunes born, 

Can never truly fay the prize is cheirs. 


The lover cannot the rich treaſure find, 
Tho? ſurely that ſweet name deſerves it beſt ; 
What crouds of fears oft cloud his labouring mind? 
What pangs of jealouſy oft rack his breaſt? 


The humble peaſant ſtrains his ev'ry nerve, 

A coarſe, a ſcanty pittance to procure ; 
Severe neceſſity he {till muſt ſerve, 

Sore piercing poverty mult ſtill endure. 
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Where then can real dappineh be got? 
Where is the bleſt, the highly favour'd a ? 
Since in the palace or the thatched cote, 
The lovely phantom's never rightly found, 


She is a maid will be enjoy'd by none, 

On this inclement clime of guilt and woe; 
Yet there are means by which ſhe may be won, 
"on * of her future love to ſhow. 


wes religion, thels 1 I hail; 

Theſe, my unerring guides, ſhall lead before; 

Tho long Ive fought in vain, theſe ſhall not fail 
To bring me where ſhe will be coy no more. 


Then riſe, my ſoul, *bove pain and ſorrow riſe! 

Theſe to refine thy nature only giv'n ; 

Fre long thou'lt clafp the nymph above the ſkies, 
VUntouch' d by human hands, and chaſte as Heav a. 
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TY WAS near wy the ſource of the Efx' 
murm' ring ſtream, 
Where, i in her wild grandeur, old Nature doth ſeew, 
gh. Fir brawlin 8 brooks, winding glens, and 
ſteep rocks, 
All founding with wild-foul, and ſpotted with lock 


There, near by the fall of a foaming 8 
Madona, i in balmy ſweet flumbers was laid; 
Her crook by her fide, and her dog by her feet, 
While her ſnowy white boſom half-open did beat. 


A ſpreading green hazel obligingly lay, 
To ſhade the young n from the bright god of 
8 


of 


con avy MADONA” 20 


Mat, flaming with radiance, his zenith had gain'd, 
And c o'er hs MACCY Ne too PROT . d. 


While dv ſhe 155 lulbd * che hoarſe falling? wave, 
Young Colin, ſore panting, hy'd thither to bathe 
ln the tepid pool, that lay ſtretched beneath, 
Deeps 111. and ohralliec 109 one b breath. | : 


He ought the kipkendegi6; and flung by his «plaid, 


Preparing to plunge, when he ſpy'd the fair maid; 
That charmer who'd lang been poſſeſs d of his heart, 
| Yet never, alas had returg him her] oat. Ci 


{US # 


* 


Ah! then who can paint t the e young ſorain's $ atti- 
rn, | 

As in ſweet ſurprize deeply 6 fixed he ſtood ? 

A mixture of paſſions too hard to explain, Fo 

We in his warm boſom, each eager to reign, 


Love urged him oft to embrace tlie et maid; 


| The thought of. offending as often forbade : 
Hope, fear, ſoft deſire, and modeſty true, 


Alternately ſeiz'd him, what, what could he do! 2 
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Behind a rough rock, with green ivy o'ergrown, || I. 
Confounded, and ſtruggling, he threw himſelf down, B 
His feelings too ſtrong for a heart to contain, 

Forth nating by mylic, and this was the ſtrain, 


0 Cupid, this dne ood 1 when ſhall 8 U 
Be able to turn thy broad ſhafts as they fly? P 
| When, when ſhall Madona, for one ſingle hour, T 


F el what He inflicts, and acknowledge ” pow'r! 


Thoſe breaſts, lips, checks, ringlets, f. and eyes, tho A 
now hid, I 
Will hold thee, ah! ever in doſe be de! In 
Vet bleſs the dear creature, O all ye beſt pow'rs! 
Tho? ſhe'll not be mine, may ſhe ever be yours, 


Ye breezes! fan gently your balm on her breaſt, 0 
Sound ſweeter, ye ſtreams! and diſturb not her 14 
ez 8 EY, M 
Ye rocks, that project o'er her head a brown awe, 
Defend her from danger's rude barbarous paw, 


Ye flocks, that reſponſively bleet from each hill, 
Her flumbers with all your ſoft innocence fill; 
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Thou Eik, as thou wander'ſt thy journey along, 
By towns, hills, and foreſts, Rill make her thy ſong, 


Ye vallies, o'erhung with grey rocks and old 
tahorns, 1 
Whenever the virgin your mazes adorns, 
Prepare all your ſweets, and ſtill give her to know, 
That mga 8 the beſt companion below. | 


For me, tho? ſhe ſcorneth, I ever will love, 
And Death, only Death, ſhall the clear flame remove; 
Remove, did I ſay! ſure the virtuous mind, 
In love ſhall blaze ſtronger when life is reſign'd. 


Come, all ye bleſt guardians, that watch o'er the 
fair; 
Come, witneſs again that my words are e ſincere, | 
And ſweet to her dreams ev'ry accent convey, 
My flocks call me hence, and I muſt - muſt away. 


Then riſing in haſte, ſaid, Madona, adieu! 
dhe ſtarting, cry'd, Colin, is that—is that you ?— 
[ ſlept by this fountain until I'm afraid 
My ſheep are all ſcatter'd, my lambs are all ſtray'd. 
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A dream has perplex'd me: O ſhepherd, pray lend 
Your hand, and aſſiſt me theſe rocks to aſcend. 
Then heav'd a deep ſigh, and low bowed her head, 
Athamed and bluſhing at what ſhe had ſaid. 


ee 


But gueſs the ſweet tranſport that fill'd Ithe gay 
boy; 
That ſtream'd thro each nerve in a torrent of joy; 
Her trembling white hand, with a kiſs, he impreſs, 
And eagerly aſked what troubl'd her breaſt? 


& 


. 


0 nothing, kind youth, with a ſmile ſhe reply; , 
l only was dreaming a ſhepherd eſpy d A 


Me lonely and helpleſs, when by a deep flood, 
Preparing to bathe him, half naked he ſtood. 


And farther methought, that admiring I ſaw 5 
Th' diſcreet modeſt ſwain on a ſudden withdraw, . 
And lie half conceal'd, where with rapt'rous heat, 

Ile ſung a few verſes enchantingly ſweet. 


And could you, Madona! ſay, could you regard, . 
And love ſuch a youth, who ſo gentle appear d * 


* 
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Yes, yes, cry'd the virgin, my heart he hath won; 


8 Pour'd round the warm heart of a mortal as this! 


" Now, Fortune, thy gewgaws, * titles, and 


Tho? poor is the purchaſe, tis wholly his own. bs 
Yet dreams are deceitful : Ah! when ſhall I gain g j 
So comely, ſo chaſte, ſo deſerving a ſwain ? My, 
“ Sop, ſtop, with your fears, and your praiſes too | Wl, 
high, 10 
« For I'm the enraptured, fond, happy boy ! 1» 43 l 
| 110 
; Then be ſo for ever, ſhe mildly return'd ; wy, 
I've long mark'd the greatneſs that in thy heart od 
| burn'd ; 5 ; 
uy once ſeeming coldneſs, dear ſhepherd, forgive, bj 
And henceforth thy virtues ſhall teach me to live. 11 
All, all are forgiven, are in the profound wh 

Of fable oblivion eternally drown'd ! 0 by 

* Q Jove! was there ever ſuch exquiſite bliſs | 

j 

| 

| 


gems, 
* Beſtow where thou wilt : 1 have no higher aims: 
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There's none I can envy, at nought can repine, 
« While health and the matchleſs Madona are mine, 


O Ek! bring this pattern from thy infant ſourc, 
Shew it on each maze of thy lengthened courſe, 
Then virtue thy natives ſhall love and extol, 
And, pride of the Nations, thou honour'd ſhall rol. 


E I. E GY 
ON THE 


IN yonder tomb, beneath an aged thorn, 

Ihe lovelieſt maid that ever grac'd the vale, 
Maria, ſhe whoſe look outbluſh'd the morn, 
Lies now disfigur'd, lifeleſs, cold, and pale, 


No more the gaping croud ſhall gaze and cry, 
There young Maria walks! a peerleſs fair! 

No more the envious village maids need figh, 
Who paſs'd unnotic'd all when ſhe was near. 


No more for htr the viol ſhall ſweetly ſound ; 
No more with her I'll join the jocund dance; 
No more, with rapture my fond heart ſhall bound, 
At ſtealing a ſoft kiſs, or ſide-· long glance. 
Qq ” 
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Fo 


No more, by ſilver Cynthia's trembling beams, 
We hand in hand ſhall wander thro” the groves, W 1 
Or ſeek the flow ry banks of glitt'ring ſtreams, 
With all the harmleſs ſports and ſmiling loves. 


No more ſhe'll fit all joyful by my ſide, 
And hear me ardent tell my feelings o'er ; B 
No more ſhe'll promiſe to become my bride, 
And fix the day—ah! never, never more! 


Her's was the tender ſympathetic breaſt ; 
A mind ſerene, wiſe, great, and void of ill; 0 
To find, relieve, and comfort the diſtreſt, 

Her lib'ral hand and counſel waited ſtill. 


O {ſurely far above the joys and fears 

That chequer life, her ſpotleſs ſoul is gone, 

Elſe would ſhe ſtoop, in pity to my tears, 
Aſſuage my ſorrow, and conſole my moan. 


Ye nymphs and ſwains, that revel o'er the mead, 
Forſake a while your wanton galety, 
To plant the ſweeteſt flow'rs where ſhe is laid, 
And weeping ling the mouruful dirge with me. 
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For me, of joy and mirth I'll ſing no more, 

But like the love-lorn nightingale complain: 

Ah! can that bird ſuch melting ſorrow pour! 
Does that ſweet word, Maria, ſwell his train! 


No more I'll laugh, and drain the ſocial glaſs; 
Henceforth, ye ſons of pleaſure all, adieu: 

By her PI ſtretch me on the hallow'd graſs, 
And wet each flender pile with briny dew. | 


And oft, at midnight dark, when others ſleep, 
PII ſeek the dreary manſion of my love; 
Unwearied there alone I'll ſigh and weep, 
And make Maria ring thro” ev'ry grove. 
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EP IGR AM. 


AREA Juno ſtood and look'd a while 
Down on a Nymph in Britain's iſle, 
Then turn'd about, in rage and hurry, 

Her heav'nly looks all chang'd to fury, 
And cry'd, © Come here, you Venus, Pallus; 
Come here, and liſten what my will is.” 


They bowing came: ſhe frowning ſaid, 
5 How dare you laviſh on yon maid 
ce Such ſtore of charms : all both you have, 
& In that one mortal ſcem to live; 
* Look there, ſhe far eclipſes both, 
And thinks to rival me in troth ! 
“ Go quickly, half theſe ſweets recal, 
* And give to thoſe have none at all. 
My thund'rer elſe will leave my charms, 
* And fly incog into her arms, 
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&« As by your madneſs, to his ſhame, 
« He did to a Phoenician Dame.“ 


They were preparing to reply, 
When Diana approached nigh, 
And faid, & Great Empreſs of the ſkies, 
Why roll in wrath your radiant eyes; 
« Fear not the maid : PII keep her chaſte, 
As ſnows that Phoebus never preſt,, - 
« Till Hymen claitn her as his own, = 
« Ev'n then my pow'r ſhall ill be ſhewn ; 
A pow'r, that ev'n the mighty Jove, | 
* With all his art ſhall never move.“ 


Then Cupid, laughing, roſe and ran, | 
Prepar'd his bow, and cry'd © Then what I can | 
„I'll do, to get my Annie Hay a Man.” 


Sa. now with Thetis, Queen of the blue FR ; 
He ſweetly ſlumbers heaving on her breaſt ; 

The breezes all have fann'd themſelves aſleep, 

And all around ſeems lull'd in peaceful reſt, 


Save Philomela. From yon dew-wet grove, 
In heartfelt ſtrains, ſhe chants her mournful tale ; 
And I, who here, oppreſs'd with ſorrow, rove, 

And ſpread my wailings thro' the liſt'ning vale. 


O what can bring the troubled mind repoſe ? 
Alas! can tranquil Nature give me reſt ? 


SONNET ro MORNING. 1: 
A paſſion in my breaſt for Celia glows, 
And, O! without her I can ne'er be bleſt, 


Celia, whoſe virtues claim the higheſt praiſe, 
Celia, for whom I tune my ruſtic lays. 


WANs Of Au» 


TO A 


YOUNG LADY. 


As not the roſy freſhneſs of your cheek, 

Nor ſparkling eyes, nor lips divinely ſweet ; 
'Tis not your ſnow-white breaſt, nor iv'ry neck, 
Nor faultleſs form that's ev'ry way compleat. 


They have their force, a force that's unconfin'd, 
But ' tis not that which captivates my foul : 

No, *tis the ſolid beauties of your mind, 

That all my wond'ring inward pow'rs controul. 
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Like Phcebus, ſhining thro' a fleecy cloud, 
Staind with mild Spring's warm blufhes, theſe ap. 
pear, 1 
And tho' thoſe only ſtrike th admiring croud, - 

Theſe are th' unſullied charms that enter here. 

I hoſe, like the flow'r or cloud, ſhall fade apace; 
Theſe, like the diamond's or the fun's bright rays, 

Amid the droſs of woes, the wint'ry face 

Of Age, or gloom of Death, ſhall ſtrongly blaze, 

And ever feed in me a pleaſing flame, 

Pure in itſelf, and purer made by them, 


x 


C' 


. To Mx. 8 — 


IS 


G ay flow! ry hopes, my friend, oft to the view 

E nchanting ſeem of ſuch a youth as you, 

O n whom a thorn of care nc'er fell, nor one 

R ough guſt of ſorrow blew, to force a groan. 

G ay tho” they may appear, yet think, that ſoon 

E ach way: be blaſted, cruſt'd, and ſhatter'd down. 


K now where you place them, if you'd with t' a- 
void 
E xceſs of pain, by ſeeing them PE d. 
Nor on long life, nor pleaſure's falſe careſs, 
N or wealth, nor honour, build your hopes of bliſs. 
Endeavour, while the paſſions pliant are, 
D uly to yield them to wiſe Reaſon's care: 
Y ield all to Heav'n, and hope for ever there. 
; Rr 
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R oar not ſo loud, ye waves, while I convey 

O er to my native clime this heart-felt lay. 

B y you, from my dear friends, and that dear ſhore, 
E xcluded is my frame, but nothing more; 

R emaining there's my better part, my ſoul, 


T hat ſpark of heav'nly flame, that mocks controul 


I n thee, O green Hibernia ! may ſweet peace, 
R ich plenty, love and friendſhip never ceaſe : 
V irtue for aye thy blooming dames defend, 

1 nſpiring courage ſtill thy ſons attend; 
N urſing the Arts and Sciences, ſtill be 

G reat as Britannia, and as bleſt as ſhe, 


SCOTTISH PIECES. 


- 


EPISTLE TO WILLIE, 


AFTER HE HAD BECOME A MINER, 
IXEAR Willie lad, how haſt a“ been 
1 Sin? laſt I fat thee o'er the green? 
Aft ſide by ſide, we twa hae gane 
PFu' blyth, and kind; 
An' mony a pledge o' friendſhip ta'en. 
Wi' honeſt mind. 


ul 


Thou was to me like ony brither; 
The verra offspring o mi' mither, 
An' weel we loo'd to be together, 
| Ek P youthfu* days; 
But now we're frae ane anither, 

O Wal. a-ways! 
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Nae mair we meet aneath the hill, 
Owr a fu' mug of reaming\yill, 
The harmleſs funnie joke to tell, 
Or the queer *ſploys, 
That night's mirk blanket doth conceal, 
55 Frae ither boys. 


Nae mair we ſing wi” tearfu' . 
The ghai it o hofier on the fee; 
. Mary, weep nae mair for me ; 
Or, Wolfe's lament ; | 
Or, the young Moor s diſtreſs, when be 
9 frac Zida rent. 


Nae mair we by the biel hud-nook, 
Sit hale fore-lippers owr a book, 
Strivin' to catch, wi tentie look, 
1 bonny line, 
Till baith our kittelt ſauls flee up 
Wi' fire divine. 
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0 then, how flew the gowden hours, 
The vera wale o' joy ware ours, 
I thought them firm as muckle tow'rs ; 
But, to my coſt, 
They're gane frae me, like feckleſs flowers 
Afore the froſt. 


Wi' dool an' care I now my lane 
Maun rug through life wi!” mony a grane, 
For honeſt frien's, true-heartet nane, 
I in' like you, 
Their hearts are cauld as onie ſtane, 
That winna thowe, 


Ye aiblins ma' hae met wi' ſome, 

Will tell ye plain without a hum, 

That what misfortunes e er ma? come, 
They'll friends be willing; 

But nane mair faithfu? ſure then Tom, 
He'll wad a ſhilling, 
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Tho- ſhillings aft wi' him are ſcarce, 
Whilk wi' ſma' grief he can rehearſe, 
Sac lang's the muſe a ſingle verſe 


Will deign t' ſend im; 


Fortune ma' ſtap them i” her a—e, 


It's ne Fer offend 'im, 


Braw mither Nature, ſweet and bonny, 


Flings a her charms abreed t' ony, 
Far, far afore corruptet money, 
T' me they thaw, 
Or 2' the maſh o* pleaſures puny, 
That frae it fa', 


Weel pleas'd I ſee the ſimmer morn, 


Whan ſunnie beams the braes adorn, - 


Whan birds are liltin on ilk” thorn, 


1 | An' heather cowe; 
An' meeting burnies dannirin? down 


The craiggy howe. 


, 
( 
. 
" 


EPISTLE To WILLIE, 


Weel pleas'd I dander out at noon, 
An' hear the dancin? cowdas croon, 
An' lammies (like to wear their ſhoon 
- _  Sae fond o' play) 
That gar the glens ring wi' their tune 
The lee-lang day. 


Weel pleas'd I at the doup of een, 
Slide cannie owr the heugh alane, 
Whare a' that's either heard or ſeen, 
Is Joove an' peace, 
An' innocence, that weel might wean 
The warſt frae vice. 


Evn gurly Winter's nipping ſtorms, 
Whan nought is ſeen but ſhapeleſs forms, 
Jo me diſplays far greater charms, 
Than a' the caſh 
The miſer hugs within his arms, 
Wi' endleſs fafh. 
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Sae, Willie lad, ne er faſh ye're thum', | 
Tho' Fortune ſhe ma' glunch and gloom, 
An' turn about to you er bum, 
Wi' ſtinkin' pride; 
Let ſomething better ever come 
| Cloſe by ye're ſide. 


Ye ance ye'r ſel cou'd Nature ſcan, 

An' paint 'er warks, ay like a man; 
For aft ye're tow'rin' fancy ran 
|  Owr mony a height; 
Quite thro? the univerſal plan, 
Wi' eagle-flight. 


But eager, eager ſtill for mair, 
O' your indulgent mither's lear, 
Nae ſearching pains ye yet wad ſpare, 
Dd But 'neath the lade 
O' hills, now rifles a? her ware, 
Wi ' pick an' fpade. 


But whan ye cowr and how k ſae howe, 

Till art can ſcarce gar can'les lowe, 

Let aft thae dreary hames allow 
A ſerious pauſe; 

Think on the grave's voracious mou. 
An' horrid j Jaws. 


Yet that advice I needna 81 * . 
ſe better ken't ye 'rſel than me; „5 
Yer erran' was new ſcenes toſce EIS Song. 
An' ſenſe to gather; $ | 
An' ſure ye're eydent as a bee | is 5: 
| "Vang bloomin' heather, 


Ye now need nought o' Edward's fang *, 
To paint out midnight, right, an' wrang, 
Owr whilk I've heard ye lecture lang, 
Baith wae an' fain ; 
Now Night wi' a' her teachin' thrang 
Is aye ye'r ain. 


S1 


* Young's Night Thoughts, 


a EPISTLE To WILLIE. 


Sen' me the volume (ance defign'd) 
To quaſh a wee my rovin' mind, 
An' gar me ſerious be inclin'd, 
An' Ifallever 
Count you a boy as true and kind 
As fail me never. 


Meantime I'll ſen” ye nae palaver 

O' compliment, an' double claver, 

But only ſay I never waver 
1n loove to you; : 


But now my hand begins to baver, | 


Adieu , adieu. 


| y 8. 
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THREE AULD MEN, 


Tu. on a al November cen, 
When night her ſhadows did conveen, 


The ſnell froſtwin' made nebs an” cen 
| \ To rin right fair; 
An aw! in ſpitters aft was dreen 


Amang the air. a 


Whan ilk ane by the ingle cheek 
Cours down, his frozen ſhins to beek, 
Th' auld ſodger careleſs o the reek, e 
Aft at the wa', 
Sits telling wonders droll and deep, 
To pleaſe them a”. 
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"Twas then in a wee cantie cote, 
An auld gudeman an' wifie, ſat, 
Fu' happy wi' ilk ithers chat, 
They feem'd to be; 
For nane was ne'er them but a cat, 
An' collies three. 


Indeed they ware an honeſt pair, 

As ever earn'd the warl's gear; 

The bairns worn up, an' frae them far, 

By fortune ta'en ; 
Some owr the ſeas, ſome married ware, | 

Some dead an' gane. 


Sax ſooms o' ſheep ware @' their ſock, 
That gaed amapg the maſter's flock ; | 
'Twa ky, twa ſtirks, nine hens, a cock, 
A wee bit groun', 
To- ſet red-cail, an' ſaw a lock 
Linti upon. 


THE THREE AULD MEN. 


The names o' this douce, decent kiple 
Were Robin Routh and Marion Mickle, 
Wha baith contentetlie did pickle 
Out o' ae pocke, 
An' e'en grown ripe for Time's auld fickle, 
Without a joke. 


MARION. 


O what a bitter day we've had, 
For you I was grown unco rad, 
Ye ſtay” t fac late; but now I'm glad 


That ye're come hame, 
[ think the night s nae ha'f ſae bad 


'S the day has been. 
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R O BIN. 


| think ?tis ill enough yet, Marion, 
About my flocks I maun be carin ; 
left them, poor things, cauld an' blarin', 
Ayont the moſs, 
An' gin they're ſtarvt 'twill be a fair an' 
| A heavy los. 
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But we'll commit them a' together, 
To the guid ruler o; the weather, 
An' yet be blythe wi' ane anither, 


Fetch peats galore; 
For I expect auld Simon hither, 


To crack an hour. 


As thus they couthy fat their lane, 
He enters in wi' a Guid- een; 
Ahint him Arthur o' the Green, 
Leant owr a ſtaff, 
Wha had fourſcore o' winter's ſeen, 
An' maiſt a ha'f. 


Quo Robin, Sirs, how laſt ye baith ? 
Quo” Sim, I darna plean o' ſkaith : 
Quo' Arthur, *deed I will be lait 
Io ſay I'm ill, 
Altho' my ika member faith, 
I'm unco frail, 


THE THREE AULD MEN. 


MARION. 


dit down, ſit down; and binna nice, 
To try the kebucke; in a trice 
PIl mak' a rowſin fire o' rice, 
Guild peats an' coals, 
S all heat the houſe, and gar the mice 
Cheep 1 their holes. 


ARTHUR. 


1 we [all try't: but weel I wat 
We've juſt as little need o' it, 
As cats o' ſun-ſhine, or the cart 

O' a third wheel. 
Come, Robin, man, what news o late 
Ha" e got to tell? 
ROBIN. 


Weg 


The feck o' what I hae e enow 


Yell fin' i“ ika bodies mou; 4 
Sair wark mang Frenchmen, an', O wow ! 


Wat black miſchief 
8 kaun on at hame, to fill us fu 
O' equal grief. 
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What ſquads o chiels at night aft meet, 
To drink an' quarrel wi' the Rate, 
Bout this an' that they ſcaul* an ee 


An' ſay they're wrang't; - 
Then {wear ny. hae things their ain gact, 


Or elſe be hang t. 


But trouth, atweel there's mony A ane, 
That makes a moſt confoundet din 


Bout Reformation, e oo of) ow 


The leaſt Howe it, 


But juſt cauſe it's the domimon tune, 


— 38] 1 


Wad they wha think has re men o fl, 
But luik a wee glif owr to France, 
An' ſee what havock an' miſchance - - 
The like has bred,” 
Nae mair . furely: wad advance. 
Ron le a unde. 


n 1 
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Odd man, I think! wi. 1 haſt: an e 55 
A body may th” oppreſſion, ſee; 
We're ſcorn'd, we're tax'd moſt bitterlie, 13 
An' brought right hum'le: 
I wat na wha the plague he'd be 
That wadna e 
ror ſcarce ae things o ony forty | 
Or for neceſlity or ſport, | 
We now can get but by the court 
Is tax d ſae fair, r, 
That we maun pay the double for't, 
An aft far mair. 


* * 


| 6 Bax : 
W Co — * * — * 


I've ſeen, whan wark began to fall, 
The poor man cou'd have ment a meal, 
Wi' a bare. bouk or ſa mon tail, 
3 But let him try 
To catch them now, and in a . 
He's forc'd to lie. 


Tt 
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The very light o day, that ſure 
I thought was free to rich an” poor, 
We now maun pay for: fie -pow'r 


Nane elſe — CONDE 


Or lang 'twill claim dominion owr 


Baith moon and ſtarns. 


I've heard our miniſter compare 
This warld to a grit town or fair; 
But never heard him ſay that there 
| Was toll or ſtop, 
At ilka en”, for fouks to clear 
As is ſet up. 


R O BIN. 
Ay, ay, I un'erſtan' ye, frien', 
But winna juſt wi' you complain, 
Ye ſhaw the foul and hide the clean, 
But tent ye this, 


They re baith in ilka kintry ſeen 
Gif right I gueſs. 


> © — 
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That we are taxt I own; but then 
Conſider how we're payt again, 
A' kinds o' wark, baith out an' in, 

Was nought till now ; 
An' then fic fees were never gi' en 

Afore, I trow. 


Nane that hae hea their han's an ' head, 
Need i“ the leaſt bi' pincht o bread, 
Ilk ane's encourag'd in his trade, 
5 Git he plays fair; 
The ſick are nurs t, the poor are fed 
Wi' matchleſs care. 


To murmur ſae there's nae occaſion, 
Wad grit an' ſma' i' ilka ſtation, 
Compare wi' ony other nation 
| Their preſent caſe, 
They'd fin no ane i” the creation 
Sae fu” o' bliſs. 
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They're owr fu' hadden a“ by far, 
That winna ſettle as they are, 
But, faith, they'll ſoon be ten times ware, 


Gif up 0 force 
A bluidy plund' ren civil war, 


A Kingdom s curſe. 


Religion, peace, an' plenty then 5 
Will a“ gae heels. Oowr. head, that's plain; ; 
The vera laws, no worth a ph: 

| Will by them hurl, 

An' Guid- kens whan they'll come again 

Io bleſs the warl. 


s1uox. | 


The laws, guid-trouth, juſt now, 1 ſay, 
Are nae grit things for a' the fray; 
= The heavieſt purſe aft gains the day, 
Whan' t ſou'd na be; 
An' gif that's juſtice or fair-play 
It's no for me. 
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Think what ye talk, I tell you, Sim; 

For tho? a plea be paſt fac lim, 

It's no the law that ye maun blame, 
But crafty ſcribes, 

That aft abus't wi” that curſt ſcheme 

_ O' taking bribes, 


A RT H UR R, 


Hout, bout hae ITY yell; never gree, 
Tho fient-haet ye II make ot I ſee; 
Let me be thirds- man and II gie 

My mind at ance; ; 
'Tis fowk s 'ou'd a reformed be, 

Frae ſlave to prince, 


A kinds o vice are grown ſae rife, 
T kirk an' ſtate, and private life; 
Frien'ſhip an- love are turnt to ſtrife, 
PLD | maiſt o places, 
An' without gowd, lad, las, an' wife 
Are ſcant o graces. 
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Wow firs! the days that I hae ſeen 
Gars fa't back. water fill my een; 
How hae we danct on field or green, 
Ik lad his deary! 
Wha e on his boſom aft wad lean, 


a Gals, an' cheery, 


Nae pride there was i' thae auld days, 
Nae ball-rooms glancin in a blaze, 
But haughs ſet aff wi ſunny rays, 
Did fair the turn, 
An' liquor that nae brains cou'd craze, 
a'en frac the burn. 


Now ſome hale nights at gam'lin' ſtay, 
An' thraw their ſauls an' means away; 
The wanton maſk leads ſome aſtray 
A black rough gate; 
While ſome clean witcht rin to the play, 
Ihat ſinfu' cheat. 


Li 
80 


N 
[ 
J 


O what debauches fill the lan“, 
Luſt, ſelf an' ſauce, gae han' in han', 
Som' diel has got the hale comman' 
. O' this poor kintry, 
Aſſiſted by the traſh-like ban 
07 * gentry. 


Na, Arthur, dinna be ſae rude, 


I really own fouks are na good, 
But how wad ye be un' erſtood, 


Bout gentry there? 


They re ſurely ſome unlucky brood 


Where er they are. 


SIMON. 


Stop, Robin, liſten an' Ill tell ye; 
I think I hae a gueſs on't gaylie, 
The farmers man is what the wylie 


Auld carl wad mean * i 


What think ye, is. na this the ill aye 


That gars him plain. 
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ROBIN. 


Na, Sim; gin rel gie me the ite os, 
I'll think an' ſay baith, that ye're cheatet, 
The trades- men beaus wi” pride ſae heatet, 
Wi' poortith ſqueezt, 
Are wha he has ac cleanly ſkittiet, 
An' roughly teazt, 


For luik an' ſee how they appear, 
Like lords o' ſtate, at kirk or fair, 
Fouk truſts them to bi fu? o gear, 
But rot their bouks, 7 
For monie a ane's whipt in a ſnare, 
By their fauſe looks, 


Laſt week I ſaw ane yont his Grace, 
For ſilk an' ſattin frills and lace, 7” 
wr wine he treat a ſmirkin laſs, 

Vet, O the cheat! 
Was glad to dinner for "; RE 
| On peal-an'-e eat. h 


A vaunty chap comes to the town, 
And ſhines awa' to a aroun', 
He'll paſs worth twa 'r three hunder poun', 
An' ſoon he's marriet, 
Then out comes a', an' owr the crown, f 
In debt he's buriet. 5 


He reaves his wife o' caſh an' claes, 

Then takes leg-bale, an' aff he gaes, 

An' in ſome diſtant place, wi' eaſe 
Plays the ſame ſmir], 

O ſirs! there's mony a ane o' theſe 
Now i' the warl, 


SIMON. 
Ay, but the farmers, Guid be here! 18 


How do they drink, an' rant, an' ſwear, 
An' fu' o' pride, gab owr their gear, 
An' what they'll raiſe; 
Ive ſeen this time ha'f-dizen year | = 
| Quite other days. 
U u 
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Their bob-tail ewes is a? their tory; 
In them they put their chiefeſt glory ; 
But yet tho' poverty ſhou'd worrie, 

Or ſtarve us quite, 
To lawe their price they will be ſorry, 
Aae ſingle doit. 


Nane's now for poor fouks, nane ava ; 
Now ilk auld ewe's the price o twa : 
Which gars them crouſly owr us craw, 
Oppreſnve rair; 
The pith o goud ſure ſoon'll blass 


Them Guid-kens Where. 


But, hooly, I needna ſay ſae; 

The feck o' them, where er ye gae, 

Live upſides wi their towmant's pay, 
| To ſelf fac kind; 


Braw's horſe, boot, whup, ſpur, bowl, | cup, tea, 


An' a' that's fine. 
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The feck o' them, face upiſh grown, 
Ihe like o' me they'll har'ly own, 
But geck their head, an' geſter on, 
5 An' ſou'd they ſpeak, 
They wr a jeer, or crabit frown, 
: Set up their beck. 


But yet the day or lang may light, 
Whan matters will be judged right; 
We've aften heard auld Luckie Weight, 
| - Tell to us a', 

(The proverb true) that near a height, 
Was near a fa. 


ARTHUR, 
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Deed, lads, frae me ye've ta'en the wark, 
Sic cauſes o* my grief to mark; 
Thae needs reform, I think: but, hark! 
The ha'f 's no? faid 
There's thouſan's yet, no? vera dark, 
That's juſt as bad, 
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The beſt reform that I wad wiſs, 

An' what wad bring the greateſt bliſs, 

Wad be that they wad glory leſs 

I' their pollution; 

That ſits them nearer than to hiſs 
Ihe Conſtitution. 

But I cou'd wager twa to ane, 

Gif they ſic manners dinna men' 


Some awfu' ſcourge ſoon Heav'n will ſen”, 


Will ſurely quaih them, 
An' gin it dinna be their en, 


It fair will faſh them. 
MARIO N. 


The Guid watch owr us, ſirs! what's a' 
This s wark about ava, 
In ilk ane's a 0 fin' a gaw; 


But luik at hame, 
An' yell fin mony a rotten flaw, 


That they might blame. 


THE THREE AULD MEN. 


Juſt thro” the piece tak Yeadie's race, 
An' point out ane wi' a clean face, 
Then I fa whiſht, an' let ye chace, 

An' tell ilk ailment, 
But, otherwiſe, or I embrace, 


There's be a ſkailment. 


This argue aiblins might hae hauden, 
Till they ilk ither had been dauden, 
But ſowens, Marion had been ſcaudin, 
Was then ſet down, 
Sae ilk auld Billie chang'd his bad-ane, 
For a horn-ſpoon. 
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THE 
BAD EFFECTS 


OF 


DRINKIN G-, 


AE mair I am the merry lad, 
Wi' gleeſom ſangs to mak ye glad; 
Ye little ken how grievt an' ſad 
Jjuſt now ! ſit, 
An' den the pen dow har'ly baud 
To write a bit. 


Aye ſin' that luckleſs day, when folly 
Did ſteek the door on melancholy, 
When to the mem'ry o' a billie 

| I reart a ſtane, 

An- you a! chrang wi' matters hally, 
Juſt maiſt the ſame. 

» When — Church was rebuilt your Author and a num- 
ber of others met to replace ſome of the grave-ftones that had 
been removed during the building, where Whiſky, that foe to 

melancholy, was too plentifully drunk, which occafioned the 


following Epiſtle, addreſſed to ſome of the perſons concerned! in 
| that miſconduct. 


THE BAD EFFECTS OF DRINKING. 


O how my verra boſom bleeds, 
To think on that day's fooliſh deeds, 
The muſe, now clad in ſable weeds, 
_ Cries at my han”, 
Nac guid will &er light on the heads 
O' ſic a ban”. 


Think, think, ye pack o worthleſs wretches! 


Think on ye'r black infamous breaches ; 

In that polluted kirk now preaches 
IIk injur'd ſpirit, 

That grinin' ſtawks amang the niches, 
What's your demerit! 


This, that ſhall pray'r's houſe be ca'd, 
To Bacchus ye've a temple made, 
An', honouring him, ye've he N led, 
By drunken luſt, 
An' geers an' ſcoffs ye ve only 55 
I 0 precious duſt. 
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Now, brithers in the faut, me hear, 
And with a bardie drap a tear, 
An' dinna ſtamp, an' curſe an“ fwear, _ 
An' rin rid wood; 
Pm free o brandie, gin, or beer, 
An' ca'm's my blood. 


Tho? that day (O were 't blottet out 

Frae mang the lave) without diſpute, 

1 was een leigher than the brute, 

| Bris'd down wr liquor, 

While ſome of you, that ſeem marr ſtout, 
War little better. 


Yet ſenſes {till in me abide, 
| Tho? brandie or the deil them hide, 
While wi ' reproaches ye did lade 
Me fairer down, 
Cauſe mair in drink I cou'dna wade, 
Myſel to drown, 


THE BAD EFFECTS OF DRINKING, 


But happy he wha can in drink 

Soon on his elbow nod an' wink, 

An' a wee glif in death to fink _ 
Juſt ſae to ſpeak) 

Afore he nearer gain the brink 

0 Tophet's deep. 


But brag 0 drinkin whare ye will, 

An' pride yerſels, yerſels to kill, 

Commen' me to a bubblin' rill, 
Mang gowans teazt 5 

Tak yo the chappin or the gill, 

An' Ill be pleas' t. 


Yet I maun own it whiles does guid, 

Jo raiſe to life lethargic bluid, 

Gift time an' place be underſtood, 
An' cannie ust 

An no wi hot 1 intemp rance rude 

Sae fair abus t. 


XR * 
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Then, then it bides nat RE civil, 


But rages fu' O ilka evil, 
An' ſen's its vot'ries to the devil, 
Far, far ber, 
Whare keen deſpair gall mak them grieve ill, 
An' aking woe. 


But now the muſe maun quat her ſang, 


Left ye s oud ca't a dull harangue, 
Vet hear twa words afore ſhe gang, 


Tak thought, be ſerious ; i 


For Bacchus joys yell fin*, or lang, 


A' toom — 


Life's but a ſea o' cares and. troubles, 
Its pleaſures a but empty bubbles, 


Jet, lads, they re Kill the greateſt nobles, 


Are free o' greed; 
It mackſnae whether crowns or cobles 


Get them their bread. 


f 
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0 may we never for the 1 
Bout ſic a wark hae cauſe to mutter, 
But ilka paſſion ſtrive to tutor 
To nobler en 9 
An' ilk ane turn fair virtue's ſuiter, 
An' a' liel frien's. 
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A POEM. 


Ransav! king o' rhyming men, 
Wad thy renowned Muſe deſcen', 
And o' her ancient fire but len” why 

Me a wee ſkair, 

My ſang ſou'd now gar hill an' glen 
Reſounding rair. 


Gin I were thus inſpir'd, wi? eſe 
Auld Britain 'yont the cluds I'd heeze, 
Tho fame already, in a bleeze, 


Has blawn her high, 
Pa ſen? her other ten degrees 


Mair near the ſky. 


pd 
Th 
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d gar the fouks that live aka, 10 e 
The bodies that bide in the moon, . 

A liſten, an' look wond'rin* down, 


— 


i 
__—_ — —_— OT — 
«<2 — 
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The Dame to ſee! 
Then dance like daft, unto the tune, 


An' ſing't wi me! 
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Whene'er I clim' a Scotian height. 6X 
Whilk owr the lave comman's a fight, 
I rowe wi' ever new delight 


od 


My een aroun ; 
Syne, ere I wate, I'm loſt outright 


In joy profounr.. 


Jove ſurely had contrivt a wee, 
In what bleſt ſpat thy iſle ſou'd lie; 
For ſure its nowther birſslet by 


The ſun owr fair, | 
Nor ſtarvt aneath a winter {ky, 


But right t” a hair. 


My heart a“ dunts when I recall 


Thy greatneſs i' the days o' auf, 


Een whan rude darkneſs fill'd ilk ſaul, 
TFPe:et how they raiſe, 
Like lions, fiery, ſwift an” baul - 


Upo' their faes. 


Een ſome o- thy unequall'd lan VN 
Whare hills like Heav'n's ſtrang pillars Han . 
Rough Mars himſell cou'd never maun, 
Wi' a' the crew 
O' grooſom chaps he cou'd comman', 
5 - Yet to ſubdue, 


As Phoebus his mirk night-bed lea's,: - * 
Sae cannie, bit an' bit, thou raiſe, 

Grit induſtry came owr the feas, 

: Thee blythly wooin', 
An' faid, while he had arts to pleaſe, . 
He wad be looin'. 


' 
4 
l 
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Then for clean cleadin', ſaft an braw, 
Thou flang the bluidie ſkin awa, 1 
Crapes fill'd ilk how, ilk brae an' ſhaw 
Buir ſtately trees; 
An' mony a body glancin hx? 
An' garden raiſe. 


Nae mair a rive o' gait, or fowl,  —_ + 
Ha'f rough, ha'f roaſtet on a coal. 
But guid ſirloin, an' a fu bowl, OO 
*Roun' whilk beser | 
Aft ſocial Billies, wiſe an cool. 
Sat learnin Aber. 


Whare Thetis oops thy ſhores wi? brine, 
An whare thy blue deep rivers twine, + - + 
Soon muckle as: ware ſeen to ſhine, 
Strang, rich an' braw, 
Whare arts and ſciences divine 
Aſtoniſht a 
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Then trade an' plenty, out an' in, . 
e 4.5 ae Fe. i 


Fillt the blythe nee ves o' ilka ane; 
While Commerce ſpread a jovial din, 
oun' a' thy ſhores; 
An' Neptune's very ſides gart grane 
Wi' foreign ſores, 


An' if a nation did but mint 


mne ought; like 0 frae Aint, 5 i” L 


Thy heroes thun'erin owr the bent, 15 
: Or yieldin' billows, 
Soon gart them a Iuik Wae an' blunt, | 
Poor ſhabby fellows! l 


Now,” 'mang thy tenant ſeas thoſe lies, 

(That ſeem to kiſs the laughin' ies) 

Wi' ſcorn thou tay proud foes defies, 
Wi' ilka wile; 

While x the * ſtill, Rill envies. 
Thy happy Ille. 
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Thy boſom is a coozie biel, 
Whare a' that's looſome we may feel; 
And tho' thy haffets whiles, like meal, 
Seem white an' auld ; 
Yet then thy breath can pleaſe me weel, 
Blawn healthy cauld. 


Let other kintries brag their mines 
O' glitterin' ſtanes, their fruits an wines, 
Auld Britain neꝰer a bit repines, 
But crouſe an” canty, 
Can ſit an let them count their gains, 
While ſhe has plenty. 


Plenty o' thae, that ſhe has either 

By her ſtrang arm ſecurt thegither, 

Or others blythely barter with *er 

| For better gear : 

An' routh o „What they'll never gather, 
Nor maun to rear. 


Yy 
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An' then they a' may gape an' glowr, 
An' vainly try to match the ſtore 
O' warlike fire, genius, or lore 
| Ihuhy ſons inherit; 
E'en grey-fac'd Greece, i' days o' yore, 
Ilad nae ſic merit. 


Afore thy laſſies they may a 
Gae caſt their caps, ay, clean awa“; 
It is nae prejudice ava 

ä Gars me ſay fie; - 
For fije like them, on earth's grit ba', 


They'll fin? nae mae. 


O gods! what charms in them aboun'? = 
Your heav'n o' ſweets aye there is foun'; 


The loves an' graces ſportin' roun', 
The verra fight, 


Di ls a” ane's heart, ſyne melts it down 


In warm delyt! 
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Neck, waiſt, an' limbs, ſae trim an' tight; 
Breaſts, ilk ane a ſaft ſnawy height, 
Een like twa ſiſter ſtarns O night, | . 
Cheeks, roſes blawn ; 
An' red-ripe lips, that ſurely might 
Jove's kiſs comman'. 


Forby a ſtock o' nameleſs graces, 

That wanton aye amang their treſſes, 

An' thouſan's mae in ither places, 

| As ſweet an' fair; 

Yet think they're no juſt bonny caſes, 
An' naething mair, 


Na: they hae fauls, and ſauls right clever, 
Gay wit an' wiſdom twint thegether, 
An' tender feeling hearts, that ever 
EL To love incline ; 
Sae they, but flattery or claver, 
Seem a' divine. 
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O Britain! wha withouten pleaſure 
Can tent thy fame, thy pith an' treaſure, 
That really out o' boun's or meaſure 

Adorn thy lan'! 
An' ſin they" ve 2 been rais't wi leiſure, 
They'll ſurely ſtan', 


Yet here is ſomething yont à this, 
Whilk a' thy bairns will ever bleſs, 
Young Liberty, that bonny miſs, 

_ _ * Sweet in ilk feature, 
Wha Yacdic? s ſons wad a fain kiſs, 
Gin they cou'd get er. 


Ye Pow'rs wha rule aboon the air ! 

O hear a bargie's fervent pray'r, 

Auld Britain aye wi' this ſame ſkair 
O' bleſſin s crown! 
An' gin ye like to gi'e her mair 


Ler will be done! 
Jan. 4th 1792. 


AN 


1 
FROM 
x JOHN JOHNSTONE. 


EAR Tom, 1 can nae langer paſs ye, 
I the North ye ſtay fac lang; 
Trouth I fear ſome bonie laſſie 
'Sgren yer youthfu' heart a twang. 


It maun be ſae; ay, I ſe uphaud ye 
| Owr the lugs i' love to be; 

Sure there's naething elſe that wad ye 
Keep frac langing frien's 8 an me. 


Ance, ye mine, I loo't the muſes, 

Still I like them wonder weel ; 

Yet I'm ane that never chuſes 
Up Parnaſſus far to ſpeel. 
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Here's a wee bit tale Iſe ſen' ye, 
Dreſt in hame-ſpun Scottiſh rhyme, 
O' yer love twill owther men' ye, 
Or a wee deceive the time. 
Sol o'er weſtlin hills was glowrin', 
Sinking into Thetis? lap, 
Birds and beaſts to beds were courin', 
A' to take their nightly nap. 


It was na ſae wi' Tamie Louder, 
He for ſcornfu” Ann did green 
Love had gi'en his heart a ſcouder, 
Wide and wakerife ware his cen. 
Slawly frae his hame he wanners, 
Slawly, flawly climbs a brae, 
Whare nae tell-tale echo mauners, 
Ance to mock him when ſac wae. 


Syde his ſtockings hang ungarter'd, 
Greazy was his locks and gray ; 

And his fark tail too, a part on't, 

Scorn'd within his brecks to ſtay. 


E PISI I. k. 


Thrice owre did he dight the water, 
Dropping down his cheeks and beard, 

Thrice owr Annie's name did blatter, 
Syne ſank heartleſs on the yerd. 


Clocks and paddocks roun' him hapet, * 


Wae to ſee the lad fac ſpent, 
While out this {ad tale he ſobbet, 
Grooflins on the cauldrife bent, 


« Annie, Annie! what's the matter! 
ce Are ye gaun to be my death? 

Sure nae lad can like ye better? 
Na, Ie free to gie my aith. 


“ Aften have I croſs'd the heather, 

„ Plaſhin' thro? baith thick and thin, 
“Glad wi' you aye to forgether, 
Now ye ſcorn to let me in. 


“This has dung my ſenſes frac me, 


“ 'This has broke my heart quite through, 


“Gars me, ſince ye winna hae me, 
% Tawke and dream for aye o' you. 
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« Late and air I ance was bizzy, 
ce Cleeking cafh frac ilka han', 

“ Now, quite thowleſs, doilt and lazy, 
ce At the bench I downa ſtan'. | 


ee Ance I was a fat ſtark fallow ; ES D 
ce Few like me cou'd putt a ſtane; 
Now I've nowther fleſh nor tallow, ; | 
« A my ſap and fuſhon's gane. . "4 


* Night and day I fret quite reſtleſs, 44 
„ Canna light on peace ava; ts 
« Ilka joy in life's turn'd taſteleſs ; | 
“Annie ye're the wyte o't a“! 


* Yell hae nane but farmer Davie, : 
cc Fient a corſe atweel has he; 2 
4 Frae ſtarvation nought ll fave ye, . „„ 


« Sometime ye'll find this nae lie. 


Loks! ye'r foreſight maun be ſhallow ; ä | 
„ Will nae telling gar you men' ? 5 
44 Sic a druken, dreſſy fallow -. 3 

Soon Il a your tocher ſpen'. 
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* When that mony a hungry wamie, 
“ Roun' ye fails for want o' bread, 
Than ye'll think, o' thrifty Jamie, 
* Wha aneath the ſod lies dead. 


« Now wi pain and grief ſae laden, 
Soon I'll glut the greedy grave, 

e Oh! in youth owr ſoon Tſe fadin', 
“ Hard-hearted Annie winna fave !”? 


Sic was Jamie's dolefu' ditty ; 
Had his Annie but been near, 
Sure the damſel, mov'd wi' pity, 
Wad hae tried his heart to chear. 


Now, poor chiel! he dought nae langer 
Bide the gurly blaſts o' Night, 
Hameward ſtraight he try'd to ſlanger, 
But his mind was far frae right. 


Now, my frien', I hope ye are na 
Juſt infang't i“ love ſae fair ? 
Gin ye be, I really darna 
Say we'll ever ſee ye mair. 
— 2 2 
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362 EPISTLE. 


Be na angry at this haver, 
It is a' but frien'ly fun, 

Sic as we, whan bleſt thegither, 
Us't to paſs a joke upon. 


Heav'n aye mak ye blyth an' happy, 
Gi'e o' ſenſe a muckle ſtock, 

Sen? ye ſoon to try the nappy, 
Wi' ye'r hum'le ſervan' Jock. 


10 
Ma. JOHN JOHNSTONE 
On receiving the above EPISTLE. 


Auguſt 4th, 1793. 


DAR FRIIND, 


No drooket yerbs on' flow'rs how ſweet the ſun, 
Whan firſt he glances owr the eaſtlin braes? 
How ſweet the ſhow'r that i' the afternoon 


Slockens their drouth, an? cleans anew their clacs ? 


Sweet to the fon o' Bacchus is the glaſs, 
Sweet to the epicure the ſav'ry cates; 

An' ſweet the Eifs that frae the roſy laſs, 
The longing ſhepherd Reals afore ſhe wats, 


Yet may I now be lounder't wi' a kent, 
By ſome wild chiel, unmercifu' an' ſtrang, 
Git unto me, here dan'rin' owre the bent, 


As ſweet an” welcome is na your qucer ſang. 


364 To Ma. JOHN JOHNSTONE. 


Ye tell me that ye'r ſure I'm drownt i' love; 
Na, na, I'm naething that way owre far gane, 
Tho' here are maids whaſe charms might furely 
move 
A breaſt o' timmer an? a heart o' Rane. 


Ay, lad, the North, ſae tauntet an' run down 
By ſouthern Billies, wants na ilka where 
The wale o' laſſies, that, l'ſe wad a crown, 
Can match wi' theirs in ought that's gude or fair. 


An' here's a bonny kintrie; nought like what 
The haughty crabbet * Johnſon gars ane trow: 
He ſays, tis a' a poor bare barren ſpat; 
But that 1 find 's confoundet nonfenſe now. 


A' yet I've ſeen, frac Tintocks graſſy fide 

Io whare Benlomond keps, an' cleaves the cluds, 

An' 'tween the firth o' Forth, an' mouth 0? Clyde, 

28 weel pleniſht wi? braw towns, rich craps, an' 
woods. 


* Dr. Samuel Johnſon. 


"Is Mu. JOHN JOHNSTONE. 36; 


Here's walth o' gear an' glee on ilka han?, 
An' walth o' Kirks, an' Schools o' —_ a ſort; - 
An' walth o' witty chaps. wha freely enn 
Drink waught about wi” ye o' red lifie port. 


Yet, after a', I wad be blythe an' fain 

. Toſeea wheen leel heartet frien's like you, 

An' ſtray on Efk's green banks an' howms again, 
But teaglin' bus! neſs winna yet allow. 


Fowk canna aye get juſt what they wad hac, 
Yet d'ye na think that's ae grit luck however ; E 
For ware't the contrair but for ha'f a day, 
The warP wad a' gang taper-tail thegither. | 
The kings o' Europe now wad wiſs to thraw 
The French unto their minds like a green willy, 
The Gauls wad wiſs their Mightineſſes a! | 
Ware wi? their craigs aneath their deſpꝰ rate Zully. 


The thrawn-fac't politicians, now as thick 
FP mony ſpats as paddocks in a pool, 
Wad aften in a jiſſie to auld Nick 
Sen” ane anither dunnerin' ſaul an” hool. 


366 To Mu. JOHN JOHNSTONE. 


The mifer wad be for hale hills o' gowd, 
An' nane to ſee or touch them but himſel; _ 
While ſome wad like they a' to wine ware thow'd, 
Whare they might rair, an' ſing, an' drink at will. 


The Doctor wad hae healthy fouk right ſcant ; 
The Merchant aye wad hae them hale am braw ; 
The Lawyer rowth o' clients rich wad want; 
The Rogues wad wiſs there ware nae laws ava. 


The Belles an' Beaus, loks! how to wark they'd 
gang, . ep 
Wi' reeving noſes, lips, een, waiſts, legs, feet; 
lk ane wad change a thouſan' ſhapes or lang, 
Yet ſtill wad want a ſomething mair complete. 


The hempie ſon, to get his horns ſhot out, 
Wad wiſs his father yerdet hard an' faſt; 
Bat then to die auld Cleek *im wadna do't, 
Sae wha wad be the winner there at laſt. 


Ae chiel wad fay, this day's be cawin an' fair, 

For I've to hunt the ſtag owre hill an” plain; 
While ane wad cry, my fields are brifselt bare, 
Dae it ſ'all be a ſooplin teem o' rain. 


* 


To Ma. JOHN JOHNSTONE. 367 


Jews, Chriſtians, Pagans, Turks, ilk ſet wad their 

Ain creed be for to bear alone the bell; 

While ſome blaſphemin* wretch wad wits there were 
Nor Tartarus, Elyſium, Heav'n, nor Hell. 


Thus ane aye ſeckin' what another ugs, 

In awfu' wrath they'd riſe frae ſlave to prince, 
An' burn the verra earth about their lugs, 

An' end the haleware and themſells at ance. 


Na, na, it winna do: the Pow'rs aboon 
Mlaun gi'e fouk ither wills than they ve e' enow, 
Elſe they're no fit to keep them aye i' tune, 
Their heads o whig: malcerics are ſac fou. 


Gi'e me a wee ſnug houſe aneath a brac, 
Forgainſt the ſun, mang meadows, ſtreams, an 
trees, 
An' juſt as muckle pelf as keep me frae 
Ihe cauldrife han' o' poverty wi' eaſe: 


A wee wheen books, while's twa three rien“ like 
you, 
A lively clever muſe aye at my ca” 


— — 
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An' yon young laſs, wi' een ſae lovely blue, 
To be my wife belyve, an' ſweeten a. 


That's a' o' this warl's gear I ſeek, my frien'; 
Believe me, tis as true as ought in print; 
An' gin Pm no to hae 't, then I fall een 
Juſt do the beſt I can to be content. 


Sure, Jock, than that ye ha'e a hantle mair, 


An' lang may ye enjoy't, but care or ftrife ; 
Wi' health, an' joy, an' wit, an' wiſdom here, 


An' a' that's happy i' the tother life. 


8 N. 

THE 
PAINS OF ABSENCE. 
Tune, N60 mW” 


I. 


THERE ſhall I fly from ſorrow ? 
| Where find a place of reſt? 
When ſhall the bright Aurora 
Once dawn within my breaſt, 
Since abſent from my jewel ! 
So far remov'd I roam 
Each thought adds freſher fuel, 
And draws a deeper groan. 
So deep in love, ſo deep in love, 
So deep in love I be; 
_ Amanda's charms my heart diſarms, 
And quite have conquer'd me. 
Aaa 


370 8 O N 0 8. 
II. 


All day I wander bowing 
Beneath my cruel fate; 
Like ſome poor turtle cooing, 
| Robb'd of his tender mate. 
Amid the grove, at cloſe of day, 
1 fee the birds unite 


Their tuneful notes on every ſpray, 


I languiſh at the fight. 
So deep, &c. 


III. 


Then ſeeking balmy ſlumber, 
I cloſe my wearied eyes, 
And then, O what a number 

Of fleeting phantoms riſe ! 


Diſdaining bounds, my fancy flies : 


| Her drooping ſoul to chear, 
To catch a gale of ardent ſighs, 
Or kiſs away a tear. ; 
So deep, &c. 


A 


IV. 

Sometimes I think my charmer 

Lies bluſhing in my arms, E 
While heart to heart beats warmer, 

Amidſt a feaſt of charms: 
But when I wake to motion, 

A dream I only have, 
A tempeſt-troubled ocean 
Again I'm forc'd to brave. 

So deep, &c. 


V. 


Ye pow'rs above! watch over 
I be chaſte, the loving fair, 
And with your pinions cover 
Her from each youthful ſnare. 
Preſerve her from the ſeeds of ſtrife, 
From ſecret calumny, 
And conſtant as the beat of life, 
Preſerve her love to me. 
So true in love, ſo true in love, 
So true in love I'll be; 


Nor beauty, wealth, nor death itſelf | 


Shall ever alter me. 
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Tune, RosLin CASTLE. 


HE Summer's Sun was ſunk to reſt, 
And the blue ſkies with evening dreſt, 
When o'er the fields I chanc'd to rove, 
Through many a hallowed ſcene of love; 
There I eſpy'd a blooming dame, 
Who ſet my heart all on a flame, 
When through the woods ſhe peep'd afar, 


She ſeem'd a merlreyen and evenin g ſtar. 


A ſhivering tranſport flrd my heart, 

I found it pierc'd by Cupid's dart; 

I lov'd, nor lov d the fair in vain, 

Her yielding ſoftneſs ſooth'd my pain, 
She bluſhing gave her milk white han', 
L led her o' er the dewy lawn, _ | 
Where ſhe her ſpotleſs fame reveal'd, 
That long had burnt for me, conceal'd. 


Le 
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Long paſs'd our time, calm as the ſeas, | 
Unruffled by a ſummer's breeze, 

Till Hymen's port was clearly ſeen, 
Nor whirlpool, rock, nor ſhelve between. 
But let not charms, nor tears, nor ſighs, 
Nor vows of woman man ſurpriſe; 

For when as Heav'n they ſeem reſin'd, 
A ſtinging ſerpent lurks behind. 


Though deep you ſearch, tho* high you ſoar, 
Your genius never can explore 

Their various arts, which, like the ſea, 

That ſmootheſt ſeems where quickſands be. 
For, ah! when all ſeem'd calm repoſe, 

The ſqualls of jealouſy aroſe ; 

Dark clouds of anger, hate, and pride, 

| Inclos'd her round on every ide. 


She thought my compaſs wrongly lay, 
While winds and tide did it obey, 
And ftern, as muttering thunder cry'd, 
The gods take vengeance on thy bride. 
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Tho? love did all my cabin fill, 
Affections hoiſting every fail, 
And conſtancy, my ſteady hem, 
Yet waves of falſchood round me whelm ; 


But when they're quelPd, even while my way Fg 
Through life I ſteer, I ſtill ſhall pray 
That choiceſt bleſſings from on high Sy 
May crown her head, though falſe to me. 
| Yet by the light of reaſon led, 

O ſcorn to ſigh or droop my heads 

But fraught with caution, love and glee, 
Go find a richer prize than ſhe. _ 


DISCONSOLATE MAID. 


Tune, WorLre's LAMENT. 


Y the banks of the Eſk, on a' fine ſummer's day, 
Young Mary ſtood ſunk deep in thought ; 

While the lads and the laſſes were new gane away, 
Wi' the weel waſhen ewes to the bought; 

She heard them blythe lilting thro? glen and thro? 

grove, | 

And ſhe ſaw them dance light o'er the green ; 

Sweet innocent daffing, careſſing, and love 

All amang them could only be ſeen. 


High-heav'd her bare breaſt with the beat of her 
LR 
And the tears trickled faſt frac her ee; 
Her lily white hand tore her treſles apart, 
And ſhe flung herſelf down by the tree, 
Crying, O cruel fortune! how long ſhall I mourn 
In a black rolling cloud of deſpair ? 
O Jamie! my love, wilt thou never return, 
Like a ſun-beam to chaſe away care! 


\ 
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In vain do I fly to the grove or the ſtream, 

For the comfort and joy they once wore, 

They only bring back the ſweet torturing dream, 
And then murmuring cry, he's no more! 

In vain does the bagpipe blaw ſweet thro' the ſhade, 
Conveening the lave a' wi glee; 

While I'm only the j jeer of ilk weel dawted mak 7 
At eaſe on her ain ſhepherd's knee. 


In vain does the ſon gſters at break o' the morn 
Delight or enliven mine ear ; 

Tho? I once did rejoice at the ſound of the horn, 
Now I ſtart like the ſair-frighted deer. 

The clang of the trumpet, the gleam of claymorc, 
And the roar of the wide ſtormy ſea, 

WY a' the grim horrors and deaths of the War, 
Are only e for me. 


| i * « * * * 
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Tune, PEAsE STRAW, 
A NEATH a brae o*'crhung wi' rocks, 
Ae morn I chanc'd to ſtray, 
Where mony a ſcore of bleeting flocks 
Their merry pranks did play. 


A filler miſt fill'd ilka cleugh, 
In mony a wave it curd, 
And ſeem'd an ocean wide enough 
For fails to be unfurl'd. 


The moorcock whirred o'er my head, 
To baſs the laverocks ſang ; 

A burnie ran wi' rairing ſpeed, 

The ſounding craigs amang. 


I heard a horn fu' ſtourly blawn, 
ny ſome far diſtant ſwain, 
A lilting pipe in the leugh lawn, 
Did echo back the train. 
B b b 
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The hares in mony an am'rous whud, 
Did ſcour the graſs out-through, 
And far, far in a lanely wood, 

I heard the cuſhet coo. 


Frae ſpeech I could nae mair refrain, 
I ſigh'd and cry'd, O wow! 
Wi' rapture ſure I maun be ſlain, 
My heart begins to lowe. 2: 
Has nature then fac mony charms? 4 
Ah! then, ye thoughtleſs fry ! 
Deluded mortals! in the arms 
Of ſleep fac lang to lie. 


Ve drown ye'r time, cauſe ye alledge 
Keen cares infeſt the day; 

Come here, this mountain's ſunny edge 
Will chaſe a cares away. 


It will invigor ev'ry limb, 
 Unclog your vitals a'; | 

An' ſen” ye hame, baith blythe an' trim, : 
An' healthy as the ſpaw. 


S8 8 


As thus I to myſel? did croon, 
A voice ca'd a' my ear, 
Aneath a thorn a bit aboon, Af 

Cloſe by a fountain clear. 


A' bonny laſſie, young an' fair, 
And ſweet as opening day, 
Sat weaving garlands for her hair, 
An' chanting briſk away. 


I thought I wad na interrupt 
A ſang ſae ſweet and rare; 
But ſhe perceiving ſtarted up, 

An' ſood wi' timid air. 


I faid, dear damſel, be na fleed, 
But ſay gin I may ſpeer, 
What happy choſen walk aſide 
Brings thee ſo early here. 


She warmly bluſh'd, then medeſti7 


Said, fir, if ye'll believe, | 
I come the haunts of men to fly, 
They only do deceive. | 


: 377 
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I tend my ſheep, and ſing my ſang, 
Contented here I rove, 77 
Nor ever yet have thought it lang, 
Nae youths but ane to love. 


Young Colin, pride of ſhepherd ſwains, ; 

A chaſtely virtuous youth, 

In yonder bow'r wi meikle pains, 
_ Has aft tald me the truth. 


He, only he, to me is dear, 
In this deceitful world; 
I love, he pays me back ſincere, 
By no rough clown controul d. 


Sometimes the twa-fac'd world I fee, - 
Tho! it be unco rare; 

But gracious Heav'n! O ſtill keep me 

PFrae its ilk witching ſnare. 


I faun it a' a waſte of ſtrife, - 
Rough rapine, fraud an' guile ; 

A wae-worn, wretched, buſy life, 
Where bliſs can never ſmile. 


At e'en I to my father's cote, 
Wi' cannie care me hie; 

At morn comes here to wake my note, 
While beauties fluſh the ſky. 


When Colin comes, then riſe our joys, 
Unſkilled to betray, „ 
In innocence, that never cloys, 
We ſing our cares away. 


But yonder, yonder comes the flow'r! 
What rapture fills my heart ! 

I gang to meet him in the bow” rs 
Sae, ſtranger, we muſt part. 8 


I was ſtruck dumb wi what ſhe faid, 
Nor wiſt what to reply ; 

Yet cry'd, at ſuch a life, dear maid! 
May mortals not envy: 


She ſaid, by what 1 heard you ling, 
I faun' the world you knew, 
Where virtue bids, there bend your wing 
Adieu, kind ſir, adieu. 


_- ; . 
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Tune, Taz LICHT of THE Moon. 


MARIA. 
HE loud roaring keen-winged winds, how they 
- chace ; 
The black heavy cloud oer the ſky ; 
The dark dreary night is advancing apace, 
And nothing but horror is nigh. 

O Sandy, my love, can you leave the green ſhade, 
And dare ſuch a wild foaming main? 
Can you leave all- deſpairing a fond hapleſs maid, 
Ah! ne'er to behold her again! 

Ah! ner to behold her again, 

Ah! ne'er to behold her again, 
Ah! ne er to behold her again, 

Ah! ne'er to behold her again. 


8 AND. 
From thee, lovely cliarnier, I rove not to ſtay; - 
My love 1s for ever ſincere; 
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My King and my country call me away; 
Their cauſe on my broad - word to bear. 
Heav'n knows what I feel, when I think we muſt 
part; 
Yet, oh! firive to baniſh the pain; 
For ſoon to thy arms crown'd with laurels J'II dart, 
| To bleſs my Maria again. 
Io bleſs my, &c. &c. 


MARIA. : 


Where now are the raptures that warmed your 
breaſt? bs: 

Are they fled with the vows that you ſwore ? 
What's become of the charms that you ſaid I poſleſt? 

Alas! are they leſs than before? 

Shall the love-breathing ſigh, ſent ſo tender and ſweet, 
Be exchang'd for the war's diſmal ſtrain! 

Shall you court ſtern Bellona, and kneel at her feet, 
Ah! ne'er to behold him again! : 

Ah! ne'er to, &c. &c. 


SANDY. 
Here, here beats the heart, that was never o full 
Of fondneſs and rapture as now; 
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The beſt ruddied me that within it ean roll, 
Is not half ſo dear, love, as you. i 
Fame, betty; and wealth; on a far foreign * 
May ſtrive to detain me in vain ; ; | 
Id leave crowns and ä were © they in my 
| powr, Rant 
To bleſs my Maria again, 
To bleſs my, &c. &c. 


MARIA. 


But what are the Aarigers, the horrors and toi, 
That on the rough ocean are found! 45 
When the hurricane raves, and the whirlpool boils, 
And the red-rending bolts whiz around! 
And then on the field ; Oh! I ſhake when I think 
| On the blood- ftreaming hills of the fan; 
When my blooming hero among them ſhall fink, 
Ah! ne'er to behold me again! ens 
Ah ! ne'er to, Kc. ec. 38 


SANDY. Wn 


Away with theſe doubts, and theſe fears, O my fair! 
No — ſhall make me vey 2 


S8 ON GS. = 


Pl ruſh on my foes, and & Pl! chage away. Gare, 
Inſpir'd by thy image divine. 
Tho' war's bloody rage ſhall her thouſands deſtroy, 
And crimſon the ſea and the plain; 
Yet love and kind heav'n will RY wy 0 dear 90 
To bleſs his Maria again. 
To bleſs his, &c. & 7 


| But now, now the veſſel | prepates to departy HR 
One ſweet ſoft embrace and I fail.—— 

Now I muſt—muſt Gs a os! O wy op E 
heart, E 


Ide: areſt ar- b hat word 
Is. fraught with unſpeakable pain! 
Fate will have it ſo—Heay'n ſmile on thy ſword, | 
And ſend thee ſoon ſafe back again. 
And ſend thee ſoon ſafe back again, 
And ſend thee ſoon ſaſe hack again, 
| And ſend thee ſoon fafe back again, 
And ſend thee ſoon ſafe back again. 


1 3 * 
. 1 5 % * | _ : \ 11 i 8 K 5 
* #1 * — *. 8 * 4 — * 4 * A k p z * 
* . p 0 - * ” 5 \ 
2 N _ ” ” 
1 4 * * , © 1 
G 1 * 7 1 * 9 4 O 4 >. þ © + » 1 4 * * 7 * 4 U 
* *. tg 

— ” « 9 5 


0 ba a 4 a. * 
Ld #& 2 | ERS: ON ö 


3 Tune, Exx-noveurs „ 


ISS 


HE Kies were fair and ruddy, 
Ae bonny night o May, a2 


The ſun half ſeen, halt- cloudy, 
Was ſciting fweet and x 8275 3 


The little bun Cobipkerriy — 
Sang thro' ilk glen and grove, 


Made hill and dale fou ſweetly 


Re- echo ſtrains of love. 


Bout work I was na? in, 915 
L walk d the fields to fee ; 3 


While bonny youthfu* Marion Th 


Did bear me e 


Le . whit dazzling ſplendor | 
Beam'd-from her brilliant eyes, 

Sure Sol wants half the grandeur, 
When firſt he gilds the ſkies! 


* Sa G 
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Her band I gently prefieq, *: 7-215 4 
A balmy kiſs I ſtole; 200? 


But while I thus treſpaſſed, 
She ſtole both heart and ſoul. - 


Say then, each feeling fair one, 
Say, what could I have done? 

Without the help of Marion 

My glaſs muſt ſoon be run. 


I cry'd, © for you Ilanguiſh ; 
“For you I'm torn with pain; 

« *Tis you can cure this need; 
« O fave a qying ſwain.“ 


She ſigh'd, look'd POL and bluſhed, 
With different paſſions fill'd; 
O'er all her face charms ruſhed, 

The like I ne'er beheld. 23 


Then ſweeter far cha breezes, 
That from Arabia blow, 
She ſaid the torment eaſes, 
1 to0 have felt 12.5 woe. 


Can I, can I cer torture 

The very boy I love! 
Ah! no, ſure ſuch a nature 
Is ſcorn'd by all above. 


Come then, come then, O Colin! - 
|  Hereto thy arms I fly; 

All Nature ſwears we're willing, 
In love we'll live and die, 
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Tune, Jack's ALive, _ 


"OUNG blinkin' Johnny, as blyth as ony, 
Bed ae day out to meet his crony 3 6 
The day was ſunny, he ſaw a bonn 

Young Laſs come ſkimerin' by; 
The ſmirkin girl, like glancin' pearl, 
Made x his young heartſtrings ta dirl ; 
He made a whirl, and wi' a ſkirl, 

Thus after her did cry. 
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O bonny Laſs! O canny Laſs! 

Let me along wi' thee but paſs; 

For by thy dreſs I plainly gueſs 
Thou's gawn'a makin' hay. 

Fu follow thee whare'er it be, 

Though 'tware ayont the moon or a,” 

Sae but agree to let it be; 


She leugh, cri Us esey e 


Like ane deſtracket his thumbs he cracket, | 


And roun' her waiſt his arms he clappet, 


His lips ware drucket fac faſt he {macket, 
O wow! but he was fain! 
The flow'r o Laſſes he now careſſes, 
He had nae room for higher bleſles, 


is greateſt wiſhes were routh 0 kiſſes, 
| That fell like ſpeats o' rain. 


They min't nae hay, but a' the day 
To Cupid they did homage pay, 
Till Phœbus gay his ſetting ray 
At laſt upon them threw. 
She gravely ſaid, I am afraid, 
Dear Jock, thy love ſoon, ſoon ſhall fade, 
Then me, poor maid, when thus betray'd, 
Maun fairly ſigh an' rue. 


O no, my Deary! he cry'd, be cheery, 
Bout that be neither fleed nor eery, 
The night is dreary but dinna weary, 

The Morn ſ'all be the day. 7 
Whan like thy father and much-lov'd wither 
The Prieſt ſhall tie us faſt thegither,  - 
Then 'till my heart ſhall ſplit an ' ſhiver, 
= wedlock x we will play. 


How happy we then baith Cal be, 
In rural ſweet felicity, 
In love an' glee, baith to agree, 

Is a for what we'll ſtrivre. 
In wealth we'll grow, and virtues too, 
While ſweet content ſhall richly flow, 
To kill ilk woe, that you may know, 
While your ain Jock's alive. 


THE 
YOUNG en OO 


Tune, LocHapzk NO MORE. 


HY clear winding Qreams * O EI 1 muſt 
| leave, | | TL 
That oft to my boſom, ſweet ſolace did give; 
Thy ſoft humming billows ſhall chear me no more, 
Now deſtin'd by Fortune to a foreign ſhore. = 
Oft, oft on thy flow'ry green banks! have N 
And flung all my cares to the breeze as it play d; 
Oft filled with raptures Pve been as I rov'd, 
Among thy green bow'rs with the fair one I Jov'd. 


Ye rocks, woods, high mountains, and wide ſpread- 
"> Dog pl, 

Made ſweet by the muſic of milk ui and ſwains; 

Ve rural abodes, where I ever could ſee 

Love, friendſhip, and innocent humorous glee; 

All, all now for ever, alas! I muſt leave, 

But one thing more ſharply my boſom doth grieve, 
The ſweet ſmiling Phillis, the flow'r of all tore, 
Alas! I ſhall never behold her once more. 


„ g 


ve dark mazy walks, ye freſh meadows and groves, 
The ſernes made fo ſacred hy our tender loves, 
Ye all now can witneſs how bleſt and how gay 
I've been with that charmer by night or by day. 
And am 1 torn from her? O what a diflrefs! - 


To leave an elyſium of pleaſure like this. © 


For a barb'rous country, far diſtant and 8 
From which all dba 8 pleaſing 1 * u 


0 what. are RY faclings 0 5 che pala 
That my overflowing heart ever contains! 
Ye pow'rs! then ſupport me wherever I rove, | 
And give me each virtue inſtead of my love! 
Come then let mg rufh on the. wild foaming, ave, 
In ſome foreign country to find out a grave; 

The Fates have decreed i it, 'tis vain. to rebel "IRS 
Farewel, friends, foes, ad r Phyllis 

wel, 
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--- William Scott, Poſtmaſter, Eceleſechan 4 copies 
Robert Scott, Dumfries 

Mrs. Smith, Fauldford 

Mr. Robert Smellie, Writer, Langholm 
— William Swan, Langholm * 
- William Smith, Clerkhill 

--- Adam Scott, Megdale 

—— William Scott, do. 

— James Scott, Hopeſrigg 

— Thomas Scott, Enzleholm 

- William Stewart, maſon, Ponſeigh - 

--- William Shields, Havannah, Glaſgow 
- Allexander Scott, Trongate, Glaſgow 18 
--- James Smith, Havannah 

=== James Auttie⸗ Apothecary, Edinburgh 
--- George Scott, Hawick, Shiels 

--- Robert Scott, Dalglieſn 

— William Scott, Yetbyre © 

--- George Stobb, Blackwell 

Edward Simpſon, $07” 

- Robert Sewel, do. 

-- Robert Sewel, Cummerſdale 

--- Richard Sewel, Weſtlinton 

--- Jacob Storey, Burntwhaite 

--- Joſeph Simpſon, Howrigg 

--- Robert Sewel, Briſco 

Captain John Sinclair, Penrith 

Mr. James Scott, Caſſock 

--- Walter Scott, Walkmiln 
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== George Scott, Langholm 
--- James Scott, "Hawick - 
--- Walter Scott, Hawick-ſhields | 


Mrs Scott of Kello *' 

Weſtgarth Snaith, Eſq; 88 15528 

Mr. James Scott, millwright, Hawick 

»-+ Walter Scott, Bonraw 

--- Charles Scott, Sintan-parkbead . 

--- Thomas Scott, North-houſe 41 

--- David Scott, Ewis-lees 

--- Andtew Scott, New „ 

— Thomas Scott, Caflock _. 

more | Sunderland, Fowldoors 
obn Sowerby, Carliſle 


k * 2 


— — Thomas Sanderſon, 3 Lala. | 


T 


Mr. William W Schootaſer, e Catit | ET 


—- Robert Thorp, Carlifle 

Rowland Thompſon, Hillifnook 

— James Thompſon, Mount, Annan 

John Thomſon, Eſq; Crowdieknorœ t; 
Mr. John Telſer, Schoolmaſter, Langholm The 

_ John Telfer, . New Lathen, 3 n 


— Nichel Turnbull, 3 . 

— David Thomſon, „ 

--- — 'Toppin, Carli * 

— Jonathan Taylor, Rickergate 

— Robert Taylor, Carliſle 

--- Robert Thomliſon, Heſlet 

— Alexander Thompſon, Carliſle 

— John Talentite, Rickergate 

— Thomas Thomlifon, Carliſle 

— John Telfer, Broomieknow . 
— John Thomſon, Johnftone 
— John Tho-nſon, Weſterker | 
— David Lelfer, Walkmiln | 
— Gcorge Turnbull, junior, Hawick | 

— William Lurabull, Minto 

— Ambroſe Toppin, Dornhalt 
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Miſs Margaret Thomfon, Langholm 
Mr. John Taſſie, writer, Glaſgow 
— William Turnbull, 15.4 Edinbur 
— John Taomſon, Abbey, „ 
James Turnbull, Paiſley | bg 


| Ir Annie Veitch, Hawick 


Major D. Wemyſs of the 37th Regt. 
Mr. Jobn Wright, Carlifle 
— Wuliam Whitehead, Brampton 
— John Widlow, printer, Carlifle 
— Guy Warwick, Blackwell 
— John Weightman, Langholm 
— Gcorge Waldie, Hawick 
— James Wetſon, Cummerſdale | 
— Wi'ſon, Carlile 
— Thomas Watſon, Durdar 
— John Wiiſon; Parifold 
— Thomas Warwick, Midreaburn 
— John Warwick, do. 5 
Miſs Chriſtian Wier, Kirkto un- hill ? 
Mr. Al-xander Welſh, Caſſock 
— John Wilſon, Langholm 
— Robert Wood, Crailing 
— Jobn Wright, Preacher, Kelſo 
 — John Wilſon, Deanfoot 
— Andrew Wells, Waikmill ' 
— Edward Wield, Joiner, Eeclefechan | 
— William Waugh, Merchant, Annan 2 copies 
— Thomas Warwick, Wattling- Street London 
— John Warwick, Bellehill 
— John Williamſon, Ponfeigh 
— John Wer, junior, Ponfech 5 » 
— Andrew Wilſon, Havanna-Street Glaſgow 
John Warring, Weſterhall 
L Gaven Williamſon, High- Street, Glaſgow | 
— James Wilſon, Paiſley *' '- 
— John Wright, Havanna-Street, —— 
— David Wark, Houſtoun | 


The Rev. James Lorkſtone, Hoddon 
Mr. Adam Young, Mountholy 
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2 F. its, r. her; 
1 the, . her. .. | 
4 F. ſultry, v. filthy. ; 
6 F. And ſcent each fear, * bid her mock 


controul, - 
r. Anoint each ere, and bid her mock 
| Beach br es | 
14 Ff and, . 87-- - - 


115 F; trickling F< 1 n 
8 + Thy life the glancing meteor Ss 
thro? the gloom,, - 
* Thy life the meteor * gacing thro” 
the gloom, 2 


15 | 17 after ſhall, add hg... 


FJ. Hr. 
25 after ſhall, it never. 135 


F; true; add, in youth... 
2 fo ing e 


TED 19 J. Effaying thrice-to ſpeak the fall "ol 


_ r, Eſfaying thrice, to ſpeak the full, full tide. 
_ 12 F. guilt, r. guile. 
2: V. He ſweetly fumbers hearing, on her 
ren, 
r. He ſweetly a on her int 
breaſt. £ 
2 J. to, r. till. 1, -N0653- 
6 V. thoſe, r. hon: 8 
9 J. Tamie, r. Jamie. . 


E SCOTT gratefully acknowledges: his 


DO e to his Subſcribers, and hopes 
: all be forgiven if any of their names 
1 = omitted in The lift, The Preſent State 
of Aﬀairs in Britain (once propoſed) he has 
thought proper to leave for thoſe better 
acquainted with 3 it. b 


